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WHY GO ABROAD WITH A 
CREDIT CARD YOU'VE OUTGROWN? 


You might think 
your present card is ade- 
quate for a trip abroad. But 
if it’s a bank card, it could 
cramp your style in more 
ways than one. 

Diners Doublecard™ 
doesn’t hamper you with a 
pre-set credit limit as bank 
cards do. You can use your 
card with confidence at the 
finest hotels, shops and res- 
taurants around the world. 
And when you come home, 
it’s nice to know you have the Diners _ cash or even to help pay your Doublecard 
Cash Advantage,™ in case you need extra bill. Diners Cash Advantage is an extra 
line of credit of up to $15,000* available 
from The Chase Manhattan Bank, N.A. 

And that’s not all. Your Diners 
Doublecard offers you no-fee traveler’s 
cheques, no-fee currency conversion, 
emergency cash, $30,000 in free travel 
accident insurance** an automatic sepa- 
ration of business and personal expenses, 
and much more. Benefits that no bank 
card can give you. So next time you go 
abroad, pack a Doublecard. Honored in 
more countries than any other credit card. 
Pick up an application wherever you see 
our sign, or calf toll-free 1-800-525-7000. 
(In Colorado eall collect 303-770-7252.) 
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Just a few years ago, illegal hunting 
and encroaching civilization had all but 
destroyed the alligator population in the 
south. They were added to the official | 
list of endangered species in the United EDITOR & PUBLISHER: BOB GUCCIONE } 
States. 
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TAKE IT FROM 
A FORD, i 
DRIVE SUBARU. - 


Susan Ford knows all about the low 

price of Subaru. ” Se 
Like other Subaru owners, she 

knows the advantages of front wheel drive. 

ae And about the great gas mileage 


% on each of our cars. 
cto — 


For example, ~™ 
the Subaru shown delivers 
an estimated (29) city mpgs and 
43 estimated highway mpgs. It can even Bie: 
use lower cost regular gas. (In Calif., it’s @3) estimated city 
and 39 estimated hwy. mpgs using unleaded)* 

But what she’s finding out every day is that Subaru builds a car that’s tough. So no matter 
if this famous photographer is running to the office or barnstorming around the country, she can 
depend on her Subaru. 

That’s why this Ford names Subaru her running mate. 

For your nearest Subaru dealer call 800-243-6000F toll free. 


SUBARU INEXPENSIVE. AND BUILT TO STAY THAT WAY. 


*1979 EPA estimates for 5 speed manual transmission. Use estimated city mpg for comparison. Your mileage may differ depending on speed. weather conditions and trip length 
Actual hwy. mileage will probably be less than hwy. estimate. City will be less in heavy traffic tin Conn., call 1-800-882-6500. Continental U.S. only. ©Subaru of America, Inc. 1978 
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The ClA has long been criticized for its internal corruption and its 
unauthorized interference in domestic politics, but the recent 
mysterious death of John Paisley, supposedly a “retired” CIA of- 
ficial, raises even more serious questions about the Agency's in- 
eptness at the highest, most critical levels. Wilmington'’s News 
Journal reporter Joe Trento, who last reported in these pages on 
the KGB at the UN (August 1978) worked with Penthouse Na- 
tional Affairs Editor William Corson to investigate the CIA's highly 
suspect conclusion that Paisley committed suicide during a 
boating excursion in Chesapeake Bay. Trento learned that Pais- 
ley was, in fact, a highly placed intelligence expert with access 
to the most sensitive information on our spy satellite surveillance 
system; that the bloated, decomposed body fished from the bay 
may not have been Paisley’s; and that once again the CIA, albeit 
clumsily, is deliberately covering up the facts 

“The Spy Who Never Was,” page 52, is Trento's account of an 
investigation so replete with misleading information, seemingly 
impossible coincidences, and conveniently destroyed records 
that it reads like a JohnLe Carréspy thriller. Paisley may well have 
been a long-time double agent who could have defected to Rus- 
sia with scores of missing documents that seriously jeopardize 
our national security. This investigation of the “death” of John 
Paisley may be the first step in the unraveling of an international 
CIA spy scandal 

“Violence in Sports” (page 72) has been taken for granted for 
years, or accepted as unavoidable. Such wholesome American 
games as football and hockey are so riddled with pain and injury 
that they often seem to be forms of ritualized torture instead of 
fun. Each season, there are many deaths and millions of injuries 
among high school, college, and professional players alike 
Regular Penthouse contributor Joseph B. Treaster found that 
players, coaches, and sports executives admit that injuries 
translate into dollars—and are often brutally intentional 

Humor can sometimes be both intelligent and serious, and the 
social criticism of Mort Sahl is aimed at enlightening as well as 
entertaining. Sahl's angry brand of comedy paved the way for 
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Dick Gregory and Richard Pryor, among others. At fifty-one, 
Sahl (one-time friend of President Kennedy) is making a come- 
back, and he's angrier and more iconoclastic than ever..In this 
timely interview, conducted by freelancer Larry Linderman, Sahl 
explains why. 

In “Talking Back to Television,” author William Kowinski takes a 
thoughtful look at the most revolutionary development in the 
medium since the color set: participatory television. By combin- 
ing the most dazzling new refinements in computer technology 
and cable television, home viewers are now able to respond toa 
previously one-sided medium. We will someday be able to vote 
for president, learn anew language, shop without traffic hassles, 
and select our own programming —all by pushing the response 
button on a console. Though Kowinski feels that the future of par- 
ticipatory television has not yet been realized, he believes that 
Qube, in the right hands, can become the Tiffany of television. If 
so, the three-network system will never be the same 

This month's fictional offering, by humorist Rob Swigart, pokes 
fun at those self-help, Me-generation schemes. In “The Domino 
Theory of the Self” A. Spencer Sparling, a foppish guru of a 
trendy racket called SUM, is very, very short and very, very rich. “| 
think of myself as a farmer,” he explains, “tilling, planting and 
reaping— especially reaping." Sparling is also working on a new 
get-richer gimmick, a multiple orgasm program for men, called 
MOM. All in all, he’s a real up-and-coming young man 

The hero of our second satire this month is every bit as slob- 
by and earnest as Sparling is dapper and deceitful. In Craig S. 
Karpel’s “Anyone Can Be Beautiful,” the president of Homely 
House, Inc., takes umbrage at the fact that most people can for- 
give their fellow man (or woman) for anything but being ugly. 
After all, explains the head of this sanctuary for the knock-kneed, 
wall-eyed eyesores of the world—those people whose skin 
looks like “roadmaps of rural Ohio, with pores you could pilot a 
supertanker through”—beauty is only skin deep, but “ugliness 
goes all the way through.” “Let's face it,” he sighs, “It's a swan's 
world.” 

lf a weakness for feminine beauty is a crime, Penthouse 
pleads guilty in the first degree. Once again this month, our 
pretty harbingers of spring are more than enough to turn a young 
man's fancy into frenzy —a fact which might offend the members 
of Homely House, but will delight our readers. O+—_ 


; 9 mo. “tar”, 0 .8 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FIC method. 
Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 


_ Introducing 


Kitch Laghts trom Viceroy. 


Kings and 100!s 


The first low ‘tar’ cigarette good enough 
to be called c Tin yp 
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A decade ago Honda started 
a revolution by introducing 
the first modern four-cylinder 
production superbike. Now 
Honda commemorates its 
own achievement by intro- 
ducing another superbike with 
exquisitely detailed styling 
matched to futuristic technol- 
ogy. The Tenth Anniversary 
CB750K Limited Edition. It's 


S. 


to be produced this year only. 
But itis much more than a 
bike for the collector. It's a 
motorcycle for a rider who 
truly loves the sport. The Lim- 
ited Edition'’s outstanding 
power, performance and 
road-wise agility will make 
other riders doubly jealous. 
The 1979 Tenth Anniversary 
CB750K Limited Edition. For 


O 


tomorrow, a classic. Today, 
an incredible futuristic motor- 
cycle. At your Honda motor- 
cycle dealer. * Always wear a 
helmet and eye protection. 
For free brochure, write: 
American Honda Motor Co., 
Inc., Dept. PT39L, Box 50, 
Gardena, California 90247. 
See Yellow Pages for nearest 
Honda dealer. ©1979 AHM. 
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in which editors and readers discuss topics arising out of Penthouse, its contents, its aspirations. and its areas of interest 

Letters for publication should carry name and address (in capitals please), though these will be withheld by the Editor on 

request. Send to Penthouse Forum, Penthouse International Ltd., 909 Third Avenue, New York, NY. 10022. Views published 
are not necessarily endorsed editorially. 


Coming of age 
| would like to share with your readers an 
incident that happened to me this past 
summer. It's not quite so exotic as some I've 
read in your magazine, but to me it was 
quite a turn-on. 

Now, to begin with, I'm no youngster. In 
fact, I'm almost forty, but | keep in pretty 
good physical condition by jogging and 
playing tennis. One of my favorite tennis 
partners is the teenaged daughter of the 
people living behind our house. We have 
been playing tennis together since she was 
thirteen. Weather permitting, we play early 
every Saturday morning. When we finish, | 
return home and do my yard work. Usually, 
she changes her clothes and comes over 
to keep me company, as my wife works on 
Saturdays 

This particular Saturday we had finished 
our game and had returned home. Tina had 
changed clothes and returned to talk to me 
as | worked. After a couple of hours, it 
being a hot morning, | suggested that we 
go inside for something to drink and to cool 
off. Tina agreed, and we went into the fam- 
ily room 

When we had finished our drink and were 
ready to go outside, Tina asked if she could 
use the “powder room." Of course, | said 
yes, and | sat down to wait for her. In a few 
minutes she came out and told me that the 
zipper on her jeans was stuck—she 
couldn't pull it down and wanted to know if | 
would help her. | knelt down in front of her 
and tugged at the zipper, but being unable 
to get a good grip on the little tab, | was 
unable to budge it. | went to the garage and 
got a pair of pliers and tried again. | kidded 
her, saying it was a good thing this hap- 
pened with me instead of her boyfriend— 
he might get disgusted and quit. Tina 
laughed and told me to hurry. 

Finally, | was able to get the zipper un- 
stuck, and | told her that | had never 
worked so hard trying to get into a girl's 
pants (Knowing all the time | wasn't even 
going to get a peek at the treasure, let alone 
a reward for my efforts). Tina smiled. Then 
she laughed as she hurried back to the 
bathroom 

Ina little while she appeared in the family 
room, holding her jeans together in front 
Now she told me that the zipper had come 
apart and asked if | could fix it for her. | told 
her that | probably could, but that she 
would have to take them off and that this 
would create a problem. She wanted to 
know what problem. | told her the problem 
was that she couldn't trust me, especially if 
all she had on was her panties. Tina gig- 


gled and said that she would take her 
chances if | would fix the zipper for her. 
Slowly, she peeled the tight-fitting jeans off 
Soon she was standing there, wearing a 
blouse and a pair of bikini panties. | could 
see the outline of her muff through the thin 
material. 

While | worked on repairing the zipper, 
Tina sat on the couch, watching me. | could 
hardly concentrate on my work. All | could 
think of was her sweet little pussy and how | 
would like to get my tongue deep inside of 
it. By this time | had such an erection that | 
thought it was going to break my own zip- 
per—l was sure that it was quite visible to 
Tina. Finally, | got the zipper fixed and told 
Tina that | expected a reward for all my 
efforts. She told me that she knew what | 
wanted as a reward, but that she was sav- 
ing it until she got married; so | would have 
to settle for something else. | told her that 
what | had in mind “wouldn't harm it a bit." 
Tina blushed. She knew what | was talking 
about. | walked over and knelt in front of her 
as she sat down on the couch. As | reached 
up and touched her panties, she shivered, 
but she said nothing. As | started to inch 
them down, she raised her hips to accom- 
modate me. | almost came in my pants 
when | got my first good look at her beauti- 
ful love nest. It was covered with soft, curly 
brown hair, all neatly trimmed so that it 
wouldn't show when she wore her bikini 
swim suit. It was a gorgeous, well-cared-for 
garden of love 

| lifted her suntanned legs onto my 
shoulders. Tenderly, | kissed her soft, warm 
thighs before burying my hungry mouth in 
her luscious nest. She was already moist, 
and within seconds | located her now swol- 
len clit, which | licked and sucked eagerly. 
My actions caused so much movement that 
| had to grab Tina's lovely ass with both 
hands in order to keep my tongue deep 
inside her. Itwasn't long before she came in 
an explosive climax: her lovely body be- 
came rigid for a second, she shook all over, 
and then she pressed her pussy closer and 
harder to my mouth 

Not being able to stand it any longer, | 
pulled out my erect cock and started to 
beat my meat. Tina took one look and told 
me to go ahead and putitin. Slowly, | eased 
my swollen member into her supermoist 
cunt. She let out a little moan—a moan of 
pleasure, not pain—as she arched her 
back to receive me deeper 

| fucked her hard and fast for about ten 
minutes. She came twice, before | finally 
filled her warm, sweet pussy full of hot, 
white semen. Then Tina pulled me closer, 


her mouth finding mine and her tongue 
probing deep inside my mouth. It felt glori- 
ous being buried deep inside her tight, hot 
pussy. 

That was the first and only time | fucked 
Tina. But a couple of times a month we get 
together, and | go down on her and eat her 
out until she explodes and goes limp. She 
returns the favor by sucking me off until I'm 
dry. She says that she is still “saving her- 
self" until she gets married. That's fine with 
me as long as I'm getting to eat her lovely 
pussy and enjoying such fantastic 
blowjobs.—J. M., Alameda, Calif. 


Max-a-Million! 
My wife, Nancy, and | have been avid read- 
ers of your super magazine for a number of 


from her mouth. She starts kissing my big 
knob and flicking its end with her tongue; 
then she takes the whole thing down her 
throat until 'm practically trembling all over. 
She gives me one incredible blowjob. Now 
it's my turn. With Nancy still sitting, | kiss the 
inside of each of her legs, starting at the 
knee and moving slowly toward the prom- 
ised land. When | finally get around to her 
big, wet clit, she's in heaven, having or- 
gasm after orgasm while | continue to eat, 
suck, and tongue that big pussy for about 
half an hour. After this we jump into bed, 
and | fill her box with my now giant hard- 
on—my balls bouncing against her ass as | 
fuck her as hard and deep as | can. 
Another thing we like to do is have sex 
with another man. The first time this hap- 


them. When Max ran his hand up her leg, 
she mildly resisted but Max persisted. He 
finally got all the way up to her moist box. 
Then he pushed her panties aside with one 
finger and started to finger her clit. It was all 
she could do to sit still. Suddenly, she un- 
zipped his pants under the table and took 
his cock out. It was so large she could 
hardly get her hand around it. He continued 
to finger her clit until she had an orgasm. | 
returned to the table, and we had another 
drink, and then | suggested a nightcap in 
our room. 

Back at our hotel, Nancy did the old slip- 
into-something-more-comfortable routine, 
and when she returned, she was wearing a 
sheer nightgown. | had never seen her look 
more ravishing. She sat down next to Max, 


years. Wow! What 
those “Forum” arti- 
cles of yours have 
done for our sex life! 
Early in our marriage 
Nancy was never 
very interested in oral 
sex. When we did 
have sex, it was USU- 
ally the old mission- 
ary style and never 
any oral sex at all. 
Well, I'm happy to say 
that, as a result of 
your magazine, we 
now have a great col- 
lection of x-rated 
movies, vibrators, 
and dildos 

One of the ways 
Nancy really turns me 
on goes something 
ike this: after she 
akes a good, hot 
bath and gets her 
pussy clean and re- 
axed, she goes into 
he bedroom, sits ina 
side chair, and reads 
your magazine until 
the sexy “Forum” let- 
ers make her pussy 
start to drip. Then she 
reaches down and 
slowly fingers her clit. 
As her pussy gets 
more and more ex- 


How many products can you think of 
with a full lifetime warranty? 


AD-C90 &TDoK 


In the unlikely event that any TDK cassette tape ever fails tape 
due to a defect in mat 


Is or workmanship, simply return it to your 
local dealer or to TDK for a free replacement. TDK quality recording 
tape products: SA, AD, D and M cas- 
settes; AD and D eight-t acks; LB, L 
and S$ open reel; acce 


TDI. 


The machine for your machine.“ 
TOK Electronics Corp., Garden City, New York 11530 


and | excused myself 
to fix a couple of 
drinks. | slipped into 
our adjoining suite 
and peeked around 
the corner to see 
what was happening. 
Max instantly put his 
arms around Nancy, 
shoving his tongue 
down her throat, then 
slipping off her night- 
gown and pinching 
the nipples of her soft, 
white tits with her fin- 
gers. Soon he was 
sucking her like a 
baby, and before | 
knew it, he'd gotten 
his tongue down her 
body to her clit. It was 
obvious that he knew 
how to make a wom- 
an respond there, 
because she was 
going insane. She 
just couldn't control 
her orgasms—she 
kept having one after 
another. Finally, Max 
stopped eating, laid 
Nancy flat on her 
back, and grabbed 
his big, throbbing 
cock with both 
hands. It appeared to 
be at least ten inches 


orm 


cited, it's obvious that her fingers alone 
won't do the job. So she opens up our joy 
box and gets out her big, black dildo, in- 
serting it in her twat. At first, she just puts 
the head in, slowly moving it in and out 
while continuing to read the “Forum” let- 
ters. 

All this time, I'm waiting for just the right 
time to make my entrance. She has got to 
have her pussy good and hot, even steam- 
ing, before | go in. Quietly, | walk in and see 
one beautiful sight: Nancy's legs spread 
apart, her big pussy dripping, and that big, 
black cock substitute buried up her snatch. 
Her eyes are closed, and her ass is bounc- 
ing all over the chair. Now | take over. | grab 
the nine-inch black cock and slowly move it 
in and out, my own cock just a few inches 
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pened, we were staying in a New York hotel. 
A great-looking guy sat down next to me 
while | was waiting for Nancy to come 
downstairs (she was still dressing). One 
thing led to another, and | told him about our 
fantasy. We worked up a little game plan 
When Nancy came down, she was look- 
ing super and | introduced her to my new 
friend, Max. We all had dinner together and 
really hit it off great. Then we saw a show 
and went dancing. We all continued to 
drink, and by eleven we had a pretty good 
buzz on. When Max and Nancy got up to 
dance, | noticed that Max ran his hand 
across her ass. She just looked up and 
smiled. When they sat down again, | said | 
had to go to the bathroom, but | then stood 
a few yards away, in the dark, observing 


long. Nancy took one look and said, “| can't 
take it all.” Max slid it in slowly, moving it in 
and out until Nancy was about to orgasm 
again. Suddenly and violently, she put her 
hands on Max's ass and pulled his huge 
cock all the way into her pussy. Standing in 
the semidarkness with a giant hard-on, | 
decided to get into the act 

| walked in naked, went over to the 
couch, and placed my cock against her 
lips. With her eyes closed, she opened up 
and almost completely engulfed my cock, 
sucking like she'd never sucked before 
This went on for just a few minutes, and 
suddenly we all climaxed together. We then 
cleaned up, had another drink, and got 
back to fucking and sucking all night long. 
First, | would fuck Nancy and she would 


MAKE PEOPLE TALK 


A funny thing happens when 
you ride past on a Yamaha Speé 

People notice. 

And the one they notice most 
often is the one you see here. Our 
XS650 Special. 

It’s not our largest, or our most 
expensive. But it has something 
about it, a certain “rightness?” 
that has made it our most popular 
street bike. And possibly the most 
popular motorcycle in America. 

Like all of our Specials, the 
650 1s designed to be ndden in 
a more natural, relaxed position. 
The seat is a little lower. The 

idlebars come back a little 


al. 


)you sit back. And you 
ook as relaxed as you are. 

The mellow throb of those 
megaphone exhausts does 
nothing to change the impression. 

It's the sound of a twin. The 
classic vertical twin engine. 
Narrow and lean, it’s also wonder- 
fully simple and reliable. With a 
wider range of power than a four 
of the same size. So it pulls like a 
freight train without you pumping 
the gearbox. 

How well does it handle? 
Even the experts were amazed. 
“Incredibly,” wrote Motorcyclist 
magazine, “we found the huge 


BEHIND YOUR BACK. 


tire and the altered geometry 
on the 650 Special made it even 
more neutral and precise than the 
already fine handling standard’ 

And how does it look? The 
sleek teardrop tank, the special 
paint, chrome in just the right 
places, and that clean, classic 
profile all say one thing. 

Style. 

So when people talk behind 
your back, you won't have to 
worry about what they’e saying. 


YAMAHA 


When you know how they've built. 
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suck Max; then Max would eat Nancy and 
she would suck me. 

This had to be one of the greatest vaca- 
tions we ever had, and we are looking for- 
ward to another swinging trip soon.—D. B., 
Yorktown, Ind 


Stairway to heaven 
It was a hot, dreary night. As the humidity 
rose to an unbearable level, so, in turn, did 
our sexual desires and needs. There were 
five of us on that fateful night—five young 
eighteen-year-olds quite knowledgeable 
about the facts of life but until that time 
unenlightened about the joys of sex 

After an uneventful evening at the local 
arcade, we spent a few hours driving aim- 
lessly about. Driving below a row of hill-set 
houses, Johnny stopped abruptly and 
pointed at a light shining above a house 
resting on the edge of a small precipice 
“That's Natalie's house,” grunted Ed in 
ecstasy. 

Natalie was the local fox at our high 
school. She was a five-foot-five-inch instant 
hard-on. Her magnificent mammaries were 
oh-so delicious looking as they peeked 
through her form-fitting halter, and her fine 
ass Caused all pricks to pulsate in anticipa- 
tion. Her sweet honey pot, not to be over- 
looked, also enticed many eyes as it 
pressed firmly against her yellow tennis 
shorts. As for fucking, Natalie had shunned 
all of our attempts to engage her in pursuits 
not academic in nature 

The five of us looked into each other's 
eyes and instantly knew what we had to do 
| said, “Let's go," and at once we jumped 
out of the car and began to engage the hill 
leading to the heaven above us. Our frantic 
climb led up quickly to the top of the hill 
and our chests, as well as our cocks, beat 
with expectation, Fifty eager fingers simul- 
taneously grasped the wooden fence that 
separated us from the joys a mere ten feet 
away. As our eyes peered above the parti- 
tion, hoping for but a glimpse of our ulti- 
mate fantasy, we were aghast at the scene 
before us 

Three glistening nude bodies were 
squirming on the pool deck, in obvious les- 
bian glee. Natalie was on top of a pair of 
girls, who were purring in ecstasy. The girls 
we were amazed to observe, were Carrie 
and Laurie, two other local foxes at our high 
school. The three of them were moaning 
and groaning with passion 

At that instant, the weight of our throb- 
bing sea serpents proved to be too much 
for the fence and it collapsed with a splin- 
tery crash. At this, the three love-crazed 
felines started in fear and huddled to- 
gether, hopelessly trying to cover up their 
sleek bodies. We slowly picked ourselves 
up from the ground and sheepishly cast 
our eyes on our Sapphic victims. Realizing 
that a crime had already been committed 
Mark and Huck moved slowly toward the 
frightened girls, while undoing their belts 
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he caressed her tender shoulder. Huck, a 
bit cruder, pulled Carrie toward his crimson 
Darth Vader. Obviously, the Force was with 
him. Huck lifted weights in his spare time, 
and he easily lifted Carrie by her shoulders 
and slowly lowered her moist cunt lips onto 
his awaiting, blood-engorged zeppelin. Al- 
though she was frightened at first, once 
she had Huck's nine-inch penis in her muff, 
she began to hump wildly. 

Amidst these pleasures, Johnny and Ed 
growled savagely. Physically fit Laurie was 
expertly mouthing them simultaneously to 
the brink of ecstasy. Finally, as Johnny and 
Ed madly kneaded Laurie's large, firm love 
clappers, she mercifully ignited their awe- 
some volcanoes, and they spurted their 
red-hot lava over her tanned body. 

Mark and | were on cloud nine as Natalie 
managed to place both of our cocks in her 
mouth at the same time. The feel of her wet 
lips and tongue over my cock was sensa- 
tional, and in a matter of minutes, | released 
a huge deposit of jolting jism into her throat. 
She gagged a bit, but it only made her suck 
harder. When Mark came, the quantity of 
our combined polliwogs caused her to 
choke a bit. Although she tried to swallow 
all of the semen, some of it dripped down 
tne corners of her mouth. Mark and |, not 
waiting for a critique of our combined 
spunk, closed in on Natalie's pussy and 
took turns licking her bright-red clit. Her 
body twitched and her muff contorted lov- 
ingly as she came in short pelvic thrusts. At 
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that, we decided to alternate thrusting our 
penises into her warm muff. 

The whole affair lasted about an hour 
and a half. After we had rested a bit and 
chugged down a few beers, Natalie and | 
were back at it again, this time in the com- 
fort of her living room. Because of our sex- 
ual antics, we awoke the next morning 
fatigued and tired from our fantasy come 
true. Needless to say, we were all a bit late 
for our first-period class.—J.B., Toledo, 
Ohio 


Blow-up 

| truly enjoy your pictorials, especially when 
a guy and girl get together and start “going 
to it.” In fact, one of my sexual fantasies has 
always been to appear in a Penthouse lay- 
out, making it with the best-looking chick in 
the world, for all the world to see. 

Well, last week most of my fantasies 
came true, and | thought your readers 
would enjoy hearing about it. My girl friend, 
Judy, is very liberal-minded, and she also 
loves to try anything new to heighten our 
sexual experiences. When | told her that | 
would like to have a photographer snap 
some pictures of us while | was dipping into 
her, she couldn't wait to do it. We even 
decided that instead of doing it inside our 
bedroom, we would be just like Penthouse 
and find our own little hideaway in the great 
outdoors. 

| asked a friend of mine, Bill, who is alsoa 
photographer, if he would like to take some 


“No, this is not Dial-A-Joke, but hang on there, and I'll put her on!" 


pictures of Judy and me. When | explained 
what was involved, he was more than glad 
to take the pictures and told us that he 
would even do it for nothing. 

The next weekend we drove out to the 
woods near our apartment complex and 
searched for a secluded spot to act out my 
fantasy. We found a perfect place near a 
small stream that was well hidden from ev- 
erything and where we would be free from 
any possible intruders. We had worked out 
a story line beforehand: Judy would come 
upon me in the woods as | was taking off my 
clothes, getting ready to jerk myself off. 

| began stripping down, and as | did, Bill 
was snapping away, taking picture after 
picture. When | got down to my underwear, 
Judy came into the picture and | gave the 
camera a startled look as if | wasn't sup- 
posed to be found there. She came over to 
me and kissed my neck, then my chest, 
and began rubbing the obvious bulge in 
my undershorts. Next, she instructed me to 
take off my clothes. Bill kept snapping 
away. Finally, she slipped my underwear 
off, revealing an extremely hard cock. She 
knelt down and began licking it first, teas- 
ing it with her tongue. 

Just before | was about to let go with a 
wad, she stopped—and then | went down 
on her. | could tell she was loving my fan- 
tasy as much as | was because she was 
extremely wet. Finally, when neither of us 
could hold back any longer, | slipped my 
dick into Judy's cunt and we both exploded 
into a world we'd never known before. 

Bill was obviously getting off on this 
scene—he was moaning as much as Judy 
and | were. She looked up at him and im- 
mediately saw the seams near his crotch 
about to burst from his excitement. She 
asked me if | would mind if she took care of 
him. | told her it was fine with me, and 
needless to say, it was more than fine with 
Bill. | picked up Bill's camera and began 
taking shots of those two. | was taking pic- 
tures so close to them that when Judy 
came, some of her juices splashed out and 
wet the camera lens. 

After this scene was over, we still had 
some film left. Judy asked Bill and me 
whether we would do her a favor. She had 
always wanted to see two guys get off on 
each other, and now seemed the perfect 
time, she slyly pointed out. Well, | was never 
into butt fucking, but when Bill agreed to 
our fondling each other, | said okay. Judy 
grabbed the camera as Bill and | started 
playing with each other's cock. His was 
slightly smaller than mine, but the head was 
bigger, and I'll have to admit that | became 
really excited when | slipped his dick into 
my mouth. | sucked it until he was almost 
ready to come, and then he sucked me off. 

When the day was over, we went back to 
my apartment and had a gang-bang until 
Bill finally went home, very exhausted. It 
was a day of shooting for him in more than 
one sense of the word! He developed and 
printed all the pictures, and today we have 
a whole album of pictures of my fantasy 
come true. It's still a guaranteed turn-on for 
us when we look them over at home and 
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remember our day in the woods. Next time 
we do this, we want to use a Penthouse 
photographer. Any objections?—S.M., 
Newark, Del. 


Erect disciplinarian 
| would like to share a recent experience of 
mine with other readers of Penthouse. 

My wife, Jan, is a very attractive woman 
in her late twenties, slim and quite tall with 
long, brown hair. All through our five years 
of marriage, she has had the irritating habit 
of nagging and complaining; nothing | have 
said to her has had the slightest effect. The 
only thing that seemed to work at all was 
taking her over my knee like a child. How- 
ever, this improved her attitude only tem- 
porarily. One day | was glancing through a 
swingers’ magazine and got the idea of 
asking another couple for some assis- 
tance. | thought that the embarrassment of 
having her panties pulled down and getting 
a spanking from a complete stranger might 
change her behavior. 

| wrote to one couple, Chuck and Joan, 
and they readily agreed to what | had in 
mind. We arranged for Jan and me to 
spend a weekend at their home. This was 
kept a secret from Jan. One day | inno- 
cently proposed a shopping trip to the city 
where Chuck and Joan lived, telling her 
that we could stay with some old college 
friends of mine. 

We arrived early Friday afternoon. Since 
Chuck was still at work, Joan suggested we 


“Gee, Angela, when you talked about 
someday having your own family, | just naturally thought 
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shower and change before dinner. While 
Jan was in the shower, | removed her suit- 
case and all her things from the bedroom. A 
few minutes later Joan and | returned to the 
bedroom, where Jan, wrapped in a towel, 
was angrily demanding her clothes. Joan 
quickly took charge. She lifted the edge of 
the towel and gave Jan a resounding slap 
on the bottom. She ordered her to sit down 
on the bed and proceeded to set out the 
rules for the weekend. She told Jan that she 
had been brought there to correct her child- 
ish misbehavior, and that she would be 
soundly spanked any time either she or 
Chuck felt a spanking was appropriate 
Without further ado, she yanked off Jan's 
towel and pulled her across her lap. Armed 
with a large hairbrush, she paddled Jan's 
bottom to a deep red, amid frenzied pleas, 
sobs, and upturned leg kicking. Jan was 
then given permission to put on a pair of 
panties and was told to stand in the corner 
until dinnertime. Jan hastily did as she was 
told and promised me that she would go 
along with the plan and obey all orders, 
because she didn’t want to lose me. 

About thirty minutes later Chuck came 
home. He was ushered into the bedroom, 
where Jan was trembling in the corner. In 
spite of her tears of protest, she was or- 
dered to pull her panties down, show off her 
crimson behind, and tell Chuck how she 
had gotten punished 

The next couple of hours passed quietly. 
We had a relaxing dinner, although Jan 


squirmed in her seat a good deal (both 
because of her difficulty in sitting and be- 
cause she was dressed only in a pair of 
panties). | guess she relaxed a little too 
much or forgot where she was, because 
before long she found herself in a dis- 
agreement over some matter—politics, | 
think—with Chuck. He quietly stated his 
opinion, but she had the bad judgment to 
ignore him and keep right on talking 
Abruptly, all conversation at the table 
stopped. Chuck was visibly angry, and 
suddenly Jan realized her mistake. But it 
was already too late. Jan was directed to 
the hall closet, where she had to get a Ping- 
Pong paddle from its hook on the door. She 
tearfully deposited her panties on the floor 
and, with Chuck's hand firmly gripping her 
wrist, was marched hopping up to the bed- 
room. From downstairs we could hear that a 
very severe spanking was being adminis- 
tered. Jan apparently wriggled and strug- 
gled a good deal and was given many 
extra smacks. | heard Jan sobbing that she 
would be good in between the whacks of 
the paddle, but it wasn’t until her carrying 
on stopped that the punishment ended. Fi- 
nally, Jan was led downstairs again. On 
orders from Chuck, she displayed her 
cherry-red, glowing bottom and tearfully 
presented me with a fervent apology for her 
past misdeeds. She was then sent off to 
bed. Feeling quite aroused by the evening, 
| followed her and was treated to a pas- 
sionate blowjob. 

We stayed at Chuck and Joan's place the 
entire weekend. On Saturday Jan wore 
regular clothes for most of the morning be- 
cause of good behavior but was demoted 
to panties—after a vigorous hand spank- 
ing by Joan—when it was discovered she 
hadn't made the bed. Later in the day her 
panties, too, were taken away from her. 
Chuck became incensed at her laziness in 
helping to clean up the lunch dishes and 
blistered her bottom with the paddle in full 
view of us all. Jan was extremely embar- 
rassed, especially with her nudity, but her 
attempts to cover her pubic area with her 
hands only resulted in an extra series of 
stinging spanks. Jan spent most of the af- 
ternoon lying face down on her bed, sooth- 
ing her tender behind 

Earning her clothes back became a mat- 
ter of pride for Jan. She began behaving 
extremely sweetly toward me and was po- 
lite and respectful to Chuck and Joan. Just 
before supper she announced that she had 
been neglecting me and invited me into the 
bedroom for what turned out to be a 
superior fuck. Joan praised her change of 
attitude on our return, and she was allowed 
to dress. | was thrilled that she chose a sexy 
nightgown instead of her jeans and 
sweater. 

There was only one more incident of 
backsliding. On Sunday | enjoyed a late 
breakfast while the others had a morning 
swim. | became aware of Jan's voice from 
the pool; she appeared to be going back to 
her old habit of swearing. Suddenly, there 
was a great commotion and splashing. | 
turned to see a dripping Jan being 
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opportune time for you. 

When things get tough, people rely even more heavily on the 
skilled worker. Better managers are needed to run stores, 
businesses and hotels more efficiently. Better engineers and repair 
experts are needed to keep everything—from buildings to cars to 
TV sets—functioning longer. 

Somewhere in the world of busy, well-paid specialists, there 
could be a place for you. And this could be just the time to 
set yourself a career goal, and train for it. We can help you do 
exactly that. 

Once you've decided on a field, we'll make it possible for you to 
train for it at home, at your own convenience. 

Whichever field you choose, you'll be getting first rate training 
Over the last 80 years, ICS has given millions of men and women 
around the world the training in career fields for jobs they want. 
And training for a future that wants them 

Of course, no schoo! —not even |CS—can guarantee you a 
better job. But once you acquire the knowledge that makes you a 
specialist in a given field, you needn't pin all your hopes on one job. 

More than 2,000 American corporations use ICS training for 
their own employees— including Bethlehem Steel, 3M, Union 
Carbide, and International Paper. 


As aCDS or ICS student, you'll make your own schedule and 
study at your own pace. And your new training won't interfere with 
your present job, so you won't miss a paycheck. If you ever need 
help with your studies, you can call CDS/ICS from anywhere in the 
U.S. or Canada except Alaska and Hawaii, using our special 
toll-free Dial-A-Question® Service. 

The moderate cost of CDS/ICS training includes all books and 
equipment. And you won't have to take courses not directly related 
to your field of study. You'll save both time and money by not having 
to travel to classes. 

ICS is an Accredited Member of the National Home Study 
Council, and provides career training leading to Career Diplomas 
and Career Certificates. Select career training through ICS, or earn 
a college degree through CDS. 

CDS—the Center for Degree Studies —is Accredited by the 
Commission on Higher Education of the Middle States Association 
of Colleges and Schools, and can award College Degrees that give 
you recognition as an Associate in Specialized Business or 
Technology 

For now, why not take the first step? Send for our free Career 
Booklet and demonstration Lesson 

Mail the attached card today. There's 
no obligation. 


CDS,ICS 


International 
Correspondence 
Schools 


If card is missing, write to: CDS/ICS, Scranton, Pennsylvania 18515. 


These are just three of the exciting new components in 
Technics Silver Edition. Each was designed to please the 
eye, but, of course, their real beauty lies in what you hear. 

Listening to our new DC integrated amp, the SU-8099, will 
tell you all you need to know about its performance. And 
3-Dimensional Analysis (3 DA) will tell you about the 
radically new way it was designed. 

3 DA is a computer measuring system designed by 
Hewlett-Packard and Technics. It gives audio engineers and 
you a far greater insight into amplifier performance than 
is possible with conventional separate measurements of 
frequency response, power, and distortion. 

4000 precise measurements are plotted on a three-axis 
graph with power measured from 0.2 watt to rated output 
across a frequency band of 10 Hz to 100 kHz. Distortion is 
evaluated from 0.0001% with distortion components 
measured out to | million Hz. The result is a picture of 
performance you won't get with conventional specs. 

Even elusive amp behavior like slewing rate and Transient 
Intermodulation Distortion (TIM) are easily identifiable, 
which helped our engineers design Silver Edition amps with 
appropriate slewing rate and inaudible TIM distortion. 

That's one good reason the SU-8099 is hard to beat. 
Another is it’s a true DC integrated amp. With no coupling 
capacitors from input to output. And the output devices are 
our new Super Linear Power Transistors (SLPT) with an f, of 
100 MHz which enables us to achieve a closed-loop 
frequency response from DC to 200 kHz —3 dB. 

In the preamp section, our engineers added an 
extremely quiet phono equalizer complete with Technics- 
developed ultra-low-noise transistors. The result: an incred- 
ible phono S/N ratio of 96 dB at 5 mV. They also made it 
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easier and less expensive to use a moving coil cartridge, 
because there’s an MC pre-preamp built into the SU-8099. 

To maintain dynamic range and avoid clipping, you need 
highly accurate power meters. Like our fluorescent FL 
power meters. They're completely electronic, highly 
accurate and extremely fast. So you can easily get true 
peak readings. 

To complement our integrated amp, there’s the ST-8077 
tuner. A highly sensitive front end boosts sensitivity to the 
point where even remote FM stations can be received with 
a great degree of clarity and fidelity. 

For inaudible distortion and excellent selectivity, the IF 
stage features a five-stage, differential amplifier and surface 
acoustic wave filtering. There's also a 19 kHz pilot-signal 
cancel circuit for extremely wide frequency response with 
excellent transient characteristics. 

For accurate and easy tuning, center-of-channel indica- 
tion is located on the tuning dial where it’s easy to see. Two 
LED arrows point you in the right direction for fine tuning. 
And Active Servo Lock (ASL) keeps it perfectly tuned. 

What you get with the RS-M44 cassette deck is just as 
impressive. Starting with an 1C-controlled FG servo DC 
motor for inaudible wow and flutter and a patented HPF head 
for extended frequency response and head life. 

For fast recognition of musical peaks, the RS-M44 
features fluorescent bar-graph meters with a device attack 
time of five millionths of a second. Also included are 
separate three-position bias and EQ selectors. An oil- 
damped ejection door. And three memory modes: auto 
rewind, auto play and auto rewind /play. 

The Silver Edition from Technics. Their real beauty lies in 
their performance. 
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marched by the arm across the living room 
by Chuck. As Jan struggled up the stairs, 
Joan tugged her bikini bottom down from 
behind. By the time they reached the top of 
the stairs, Joan had her suit to her ankles. | 
followed and watched from the doorway. 
Jan pleaded with them not to spank her 
again. For this she received two swats 
across her bottom from Chuck. 

Finally, it dawned on her what she was 
expected to do. She stopped, took a deep 
breath, and promised to behave herself, 
Jan then went over to Joan and tearfully 
told her that she had been very naughty 
and clearly deserved a good spanking. 
Since she had misbehaved so badly, she 
deserved to be punished in the nude and 
proceeded to remove her bikini bra herself. 
She asked Joan where she kept her hair- 
brush, She then presented the hairbrush to 
Chuck and asked him to sit down so she 
could bend over his knee. 

He obliged her with a resounding, 
bottom-reddening thrashing that left her 
sobbing with all her might and rubbing her 
behind. In spite of this, with trembling 
knees she begged to be spanked again 
because she had offended Joan also. Joan 
did not spare the hairbrush and delivered a 
full dose of stinging whacks to both glowing 
cheeks. Jan kissed both of them and 
thanked them for her punishment, saying 
that she had richly deserved what she had 
received. 

We have not had to go back to Chuck 


and Joan's for a second visit, though it has 
been over six months. Jan has been a 
model wife. When she does misbehave, 
she fetches a hairbrush or Ping-Pong pad- 
dle herself, pulls down her panties, and 
requests a sound spanking without being 
asked. This tends to happen about once a 
week. She then sucks me off to make 
amends for her mistakes.—Name and aa- 
dress withheld 


Monday night foot-balling 
I'm a single woman, thirty years old, five 
foot nine (38-27-38), and enjoy an active 
sex life. | guess in sexual matters your 
readers would regard me as straight, as | 
am attracted only to men. 

About six months ago | started to date a 
man who had to be one of the sexiest 
human beings | have ever met. | think many 
of the women who read this will understand 
that when | say “sexy” | mean that he is truly 
sensitive to my physical and mental needs. 
He has gently and patiently tuned me to the 
point that when he touches me, my panties 
become wet with anticipation. | had never 
climaxed with a man before | met him, al- 
though | have had several lovers and two 
husbands. This was a problem that he de- 
cided should be resolved. 

Both of us enjoy watching Monday Night 
Football, and usually this one sporting 
event precedes another more exciting 
sport. | asked Jim over to my apartment 
one Monday to watch the game and, as | 


“Please be gentle. This is my first time with a real Marxist.” 
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hadn't seen him for over a week and was 
feeling particularly horny, dressed for the 
occasion. Clad in a pair of the tightest, 
shortest cutoffs | own, aclinging silk blouse 
and a white-lace plunging bra, which | 
know excites him, | greeted him for a night 
of sports. While we watched a very tight, 
exciting game in the living room, Jim's nim- 
ble fingers were softly rubbing my nipples 
through the silky fabric and running very 
lightly over the insides of my thighs. 

As halftime approached, it was becom- 
ing increasingly difficult to concentrate on 
the game. When | went out to the kitchen to 
get a couple of beers, Jim followed me out, 
saying that he had an interesting idea. He 
placed me on top of a butcher-board cut- 
ting block, and with my back braced 
against the wall, he spread and lifted my 
long legs. While he slowly rotated and 
thrust his hips, my very moist cunt became 
increasingly receptive to the contact of his 
hard cock, even though we were separated 
by two layers of denim. “Would you like me 
in you this way?" he asked. It was a mad- 
dening tease, and | frequently wished that 
our clothes would magically disappear. 

We opted for my bedroom, and during 
the third quarter, our own game became as 
heated as the one on the field. Jim was 
naked on the top of the bed, and | was lying 
beside him in a pair of black-string bikini 
panties. | was still trying to watch the game, 
but his sensuous lips were playfully busy 
alternating between kissing and sucking 
my now-aching tits. His fingers were slowly 
rotating my clit through the soft, silky mate- 
rial that was now very warm and wet. It was 
becoming very difficult to keep track of the 
score. He moved on top of me and rubbed 
his masculine, hairy chest back and forth 
across my nipples until they were stinging 
with excitement. 

He then moved up on me and took the 
head of his beautiful erect cock in his hand 
and proceeded to massage each of my tits 
with its tip, which was glistening with a 
trickle of white liquid. | loved it and wanted 
only to return the intense pleasure he was 
giving me. | sandwiched his big cock be- 
tween my large breasts, and after a few 
strokes | bent my head to lick the top of his 
cock and soon started sucking him for all | 
was worth. He then untied one side of my 
panties, and as we lay on our back, we 
played with each other while trying to 
watch part of the fourth quarter. | came 
intensely as he manipulated my turgid clit. | 
then mounted him and rode him with com- 
plete joy as he rolled the edges of my pan- 
ties up over my buttocks and helped to 
guide my rhythm. 

Jim told me that the most important 
erogenous zone is the mind; | willadd that a 
fruitful imagination is very helpful. | now 
spend much more time in lingerie depart- 
ments than | should. We have certainly 
reached a lot of plateaus together, and the 
anticipation of more certainly adds to the 
fun!—H.E., Erie, Pa. 


Party pooper 
Not long ago, a guy who works in the same 
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National Smoker Study: 


Aw Fal Bebe Me D FL Avett 


Victory! 


High tar smokers report low tar MERIT 
delivers flavor of leading high tar brands 


Are the toughest “critics” of low tar cigarettes 
satisfied with the taste of MERIT vs. leading high 
tar brands? 

Read the results from a nationwide research 


ffort. 
enor: Results Confirm Breakthrough 


Confirmed: Majority of high tar smokers rate 
MERIT taste equal to—or better than—leading high 
tar cigarettes tested! Cigarettes having up to twice 
the tar. 

Confirmed: Majority of high tar smokers confirm 
taste satisfaction of low tar MERIT. 

And in detailed interviews conducted among 
current MERIT smokers? 

Confirmed: 85% of MERIT smokers say it was an 


“easy switch” from high tar brands. 

Confirmed: Overwhelming majority of MERIT 
smokers say their former high tar brands weren't 
missed! 

Confirmed: 9 out of 10 MERIT smokers not con- 
sidering other brands. 


First Major Alternative To High Tar Smoking 


MERIT has proven conclusively that it not only 
delivers the flavor of high tar brands —but continues 
to satisfy! 

This ability to satisfy over long periods of time 
could be the most important evidence to date that 
MERIT is what it claims to be: The first major 
alternative for high tar smokers. © Philip Morris Inc. 1979 


Kings: 8 mg’ ‘tar,’ 0.6 mg nicotine— 
100's:11 mg’ ‘tar:'0.7mg nicotine av. per cigarette, FIC Report May '78 


MERIT 


Kings & 100's 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 


That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 


office that | do invited me to a party. His 
name was Bill, and he was very good look- 
ing. Needless to say, | was thrilled. He's 
thirty-two, and I'm twenty, but it's no prob- 
lem. It was to be casual; so | thought I'd 
wear jeans and a sweater. | took a long 
bubble bath before dressing and fan- 
tasized about him, stroking myself a little 
amidst the silky bubbles. After drying off, | 
Slid into a pair of very old, faded jeans 
without putting on panties or a bra first. The 
tightness of the jeans emphasized my ass 
nicely. | then put on a semitight white 
sweater, which felt great against my 
breasts. It held them nicely but still allowed 
them to move gently as | walked. 

Bill arrived at 7:30 PM., looking as dyna- 
mite as ever. He, too, wore a sweater and a 
tight pair of jeans. We began talking, and 
suddenly Bill produced a rather fat 
cigarette. He lighted it up and took a few 
tokes. | hated to admit it to him, but | had 
never smoked grass before. Tonight was to 
be my first time. Looking at gorgeous Bill 
and having my jeans rubbing me in 
Strategic places made me quite horny; so | 
decided to join him for a smoke. By the time 
we left for the party around 8:00 Pm., | was 
plenty stoned. 

As soon as we arrived, a girl handed us 
both a glass of punch, Since the grass had 
made my mouth very dry, | drank it down 
quite rapidly. | was halfway through my third 
glass before | realized the punch was 
spiked with vodka. Soon the liquor hit me 


like a ton of bricks. By this time | was really 
out of it. | didn't know where | was or even 
who | was. | managed to find a chair and 
sort of fell into it. | passed out cold and 
stayed in that condition most of the night. 

Bill later told me that he had tried to wake 
me on numerous occasions throughout the 
night but that it was fruitless. He also told 
me that many people asked him who the 
good-looking chick with the nice knockers 
was. The guests, both men and women, 
thought it was too bad that | got wiped out 
So early, since we never got a chance to 
talk. Finally, about 4:00 A.m., | came to. The 
party was still going on. When the guests 
saw that | was still awake, they all 
applauded. | was still stoned and woozy, 
but at least | was conscious. 

| drank another glass of punch, and Bill 
and | retreated to a back room. He took off 
my jeans, and after | spread my legs wide 
for him, he buried his face in my cunt, lap- 
ping away at my swollen pussy. At first | was 
numb, but soon the tingling sensations got 
tome, and | started to come like | never had 
before. Maybe it was all too much for me, 
because | then seemed to lose conscious- 
ness again. The next thing | remember, it 
was morning, and | was being dressed by a 
girl, who carried me out to her car, put me in 
the backseat, and took me home. She even 
put me to bed. 

After sleeping for twelve hours, | was 
sober and, surprisingly, not feeling all that 
bad. | called Bill, who said it had been a 


“Keep an eye on old Booth. | think he’s relieving himself on the rubber plant!” 
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great party. Unfortunately, | missed most of 
it. He also said—and kind of laughed mys- 
teriously when he said it—that | was the hit 
of the party. After we hung up, | tried to think 
how | could have been the hit of the party 
since | slept through most of it—unless Bill 
wasn't the only one who ate and fucked me. 
| guess I'll never know. —L.M., Marblehead, 
Mass 


Tender loving care 

| would like to relate some of my experi- 
ences to your readers. | am a foxy-looking 
(five feet eight inches, 32-24-32, and 105 
pounds) freshman nursing student at a 
small midwestern university. 

About two months ago, | met Jeff through 
a mutual friend and was infatuated by his 
tall, sensuous body. Judging by the bulge 
in his jeans, | would say that he must have 
been quite impressed by my body also. 

| was to meet him again a few weeks later 
at a party. It was moving pretty slow until he 
showed up late in the evening. We sat in the 
corner and had a few drinks and talked 
about school. The next thing | knew, it was 
about 12:30 A.M., and since | had promised 
to stop by another friend's party, | decided 
to say my good-byes and leave. But as | 
went to go, Jeff got up and followed me out 
the door. We were both pretty drunk, and 
when he kept insisting that we go to his 
room for a nightcap, | went along. As soon 
as we entered the room, he grabbed me 
and started kissing me. | felt myself getting 
wetter and wetter as his tongue slid in and 
out of my mouth. His hands soon found 
their way into my shirt and began to play 
with my breasts. | was very aroused as his 
hands probed the sensitive areas around 
my erect nipples and then continued down 
my body to my navel and finally to my drip- 
ping crotch. | squirmed and moaned in 
delight as his hand found its way down my 
pants and his fingers began massaging my 
clit and probing deep into my vagina. 

At this point, he quit kissing me and 
began to strip off my pants and panties. He 
buried his face between my legs and 
began to lick my inner thighs and, finally, 
my clit. When | could take it no longer, | 
grabbed his head, and he pushed his 
tongue as deep into me as he could get it 
as the first waves of orgasm ripped through 
my body. He continued licking my pussy 
until | had three or four more orgasms in 
about ten minutes’ time. 

Exhausted, | sat back on the bed while 
he took off his clothes and revealed tome a 
six-inch penis standing at attention. He 
pushed me back onto the bed, spread my 
legs, crawled in between, and buried his 
penis deep in my steaming pussy. He 
started out at a slow, steady pace as | tried 
to move my hips in a rhythm with his move- 
ments. Soon he began to pound his rod into 
me faster and faster, and | knew his orgasm 
was not far off. When | felt his semen squirt 
against my inner walls, |, too, exploded in 
orgasm. 

After a brief rest, Jeff asked me if I'd ever 
tried any anal sex. | told him | never had but 
was willing to try anything once. He pro- 


The Swiss are no cuckoos. 


many, Italy and France — all of 
the biggest car makers in 
Europe. 


ited. Yet the car they buy most 
is the Volkswagen 
Rabbit. 

It seems fair to 


SELLING ask Why. 
gisn’t 


just a hobby in reo Sts the 


To begin 
with, moun- 


way everyone drives. Good weath- 


er or bad (especially bad) there is 
nothing-like Rabbit's front-wheel 
drive to get a car up an Alp. Or 
a Rocky, or even asteep driveway. 
Also, the Swiss worship precision; 
it's what makes them tick. Car and 
Driver described the Rabbit this 
way: “Quality is exceptionally high 
throughout, with solid slamming 
doors and a structure that feels as 
substantial as a Mosler safe.” 


The Swiss also dote on. technol- 
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They sit surrounded by Ger- 


Their choice of cars is unlim- 


ogy. Fuel injection, for example. 

You might be as interested as the 
Swiss to know that you can’t get a 
Renault with fuel injection. Or a Fiat. 
Or a Lancia. Not to mention Toyota, 
Honda, or Mazda. But you can get 
a fuel-injected Rabbit. 

Last, but hardly least, is the fact 
that the Swiss are — well — frugal. 
And so when they see a car that’s 
built like a vault, climbs like a goat, 
is far-ahead of its time and still sells 
for a reasonable price, the Swiss do 
what sensible people everywhere 
do. 

They buy them in droves. 
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A good defense helps prevent offense. 
And here are three sure-fire ways to help 
you win the battle against perspiration. 
Each highly effective, each loaded with 
the crisp, clean scent of famous English 
Leather.”Whichever you choose, you can't 
lose in the Arms Control Race. 


@ English Leather 
Roll-On Anti-Perspirant Deodorant. 
@ English Leather 
Push Button Spray Deodorant. 
® English Leather Deodorant Stick. 
Wear English Leather...or wear 
nothing at all. 


Englist 
eather 


POWER FOAN 
SHAVE CREA" 


One man, one scent. 
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ceeded to grease up his cock and my rear 
opening with some Vaseline. He had me 
stand and lean over the back of a big, 
stuffed chair so that my opening was ex- 
posed to his every desire. He worked his 
cock into me a little at a time until it was all 
the way in. As he slid in and out of my 
opening, he alternately played with my 
breasts and my clit. This was such a turn-on 
that | had three more orgasms before he 
shot his wad 

We spent the rest of the night together 
and tried out our sexual fantasies on each 
other. 

After the following week of classes, | in- 
vited Jeff over to my room. This time | was 
going to dominate him. | dressed up in a 
white garter belt, white stockings, and my 
nurse's uniform, neglecting, however, to 
wear panties or a bra. After Jeff arrived, | 
stripped him and put him to bed as if he 
were a patient in the hospital. | started out 
by giving him an enema, which turned his 
limp organ into steel. While he was still get- 
ting his enema, | sponge-bathed him and 
gave him a complete massage. Next, | tied 
him to the bed with some rope and began 
putting on a little show for him. | slowly 
Stripped off my uniform except for the gar- 
ter belt and stockings. Then | began to 
suck on his cock until | felt that he was 
about to climax. | stopped and moved up to 
straddle his face with my pussy, just out of 
lis tongue's reach. After about an hour of 
his teasing, | finally went down on his cock 
again and swallowed it up to his balls. This 
brought him off in my mouth in no time, and 
swallowed all of his come 

By now, | was so wet that my love juices 
were running down my thighs. | quickly un- 
'ed him, and he wasted no time in licking 
up my juices of desire and bringing me to 
the most intense orgasm of my life. By now 
Nis cock was hard again, and he mounted 
me and fucked me like a wild animal. | must 
yave had about six orgasms before he fi- 
nally flooded my cunt with his gism 

The past two months with Jeff have been 
illed with the best sex | have ever had. | am 
hoping that our relationship will always be 
so good as long as we continue to see each 
other—which | hope will be for the rest of 
my life.—J. L. Vermilion, S.D. 


Gather ye Rosebuds 
| would like to relate to Penthouse readers a 
most unusual sexual experience. | am a 
student at a large midwestern university. A 
few days ago a gorgeous fox named Rosy 
made some rather suggestive remarks 
about the bulge in my pants. Then, during a 
date at a nearby state park, Rosy proved to 
me that she was a wild and willing woman 
of passion 
The two of us were walking in the woods 
in.an isolated section of the park. Suddenly, 
Rosy grabbed my hand and said, “Let's go 
exploring.” A moment later we were doing 
some first-rate exploring, as my throbbing 
love organ was exploring her juicy tunnel. 
First, we found a mossy rock in the woods, 
where Rosy lay down in a rather unusual 
position: she lay with her back arched, so 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 176 


Superb’ 
Aedeome” 


Outrageous’ 


Great car stereo sound used to be an all-or-nothing affair. Either you blew 
a bundle, or you settled for second best. 
Now meet the Sanyo Expandables. Car components engineered to let you work your 
way up from “superb” to “outrageous.” In steps that your budget can handle. 


FT646 AM/FM/Cassette. Sendust Alloy head. 40-19,000Hz 
(+3dB) with metal tape. 1.5 .7V FM sensitivity (IHF). $219.95* 


PA6100 Stereo Power Amp. 50 watts RMS per channel into 4 
ohms, 20-20,000Hz, with no more than 0.05% total harmonic 
distortion. $149.95 
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EQZ6200 Graphic Equalizer. 7 frequency bands with 12dB 
boost or cut. LED signal level meters. Audio muting & equalizer 
defeat. $69.95% 


*Step 1: “Superb.” 

Start off your system with one of Sanyo’s new AUDIO/SPEC 
car stereos and a pair of Sanyo speakers. You'll get great specs, 
great sound, and the superior engineering of the world’s largest tape 
equipment manufacturer. 

Some models give you Dolby noise reduction, Sendust Alloy 
heads (for all tapes including metal particle), and electronic tuning 
with digital readout of frequency, time, and date. You can also get 
super-low distortion preamp level outputs — highly recommended 
for Step 2. 


**Step 2: “Awesome.” 

Whenever you're ready to really feel the music, get hold of an 
AUDIO/SPEC high fidelity power amplifier. We've got four models, 
with 25 to 60 watts RMS per channel into 4 ohms. All rated per FTC 
home hi-fi specs, with full 20-20,000Hz power bandwidth and no 
more than 0.05% total harmonic distortion! Some have a unique 
motor-driven fader for balancing front and rear speakers. 

The amplifiers accept preamp level or-high level (speaker) in- 
puts, so they'll work with just about any radio/tape unit. Awesome! 


***Step3: “Outrageous.” 

If nothing less than the ultimate will do, plug in a Sanyo 
AUDIO/SPEC graphic equalizer between your radio/tape player 
and the power amp. With 7 bands of precise control, you can cus- 
tomize the sound to fit your taste and your car’s acoustics. In sec- 
onds, you can actually “re-engineer” any recording to bring out any 
vocal or instrumental range. Hear it, and you'll be hooked! 

The Sanyo Expandables are at better auto sound dealers now. 
Check out the features and the phenomenal sound, and start plan- 
ning your Expandable system. 

Then watch it grow on you. 


The Sanyo Expandables: great sound that grows on you. 


SSAN YO 


Sanyo Electric Inc., 1200 W. Artesia Blyd., Compton, CA 90220 


Write for your free copy of our information-packed booklet, “How 
to buy car stereo (without getting taken for a nde)” 


* Manufacturer's suggested retail value. Actual selling price determined by dealer. 


Dolby is a registered teademark of Dolby Laboratories © 1979 Sanye Electric Inc, Compton, CA 


Suzuki. The ceriatthen ae 


® xy 
Ride safely: wear a helmet, eye protection and appropriate riding apparel: Member Motorcycle Safety Foundation: 


When it comes to 
all-around performance, 
nobody out-performs Suzuki. 
Case in point: The GS-1000E. 

Very Quick. Mighty 
4-stroke DOHC mill delivers 
smooth, steady power 
for long trips. And super 
@eceleration for passing. 

Four Mikuni VM26 carbs keep 
the beast fed properly. 

Roller bearing crankshaft 
provides high-RPM 
performance. 

And Very Nimble. No bike 
in its class can match its easy- 
handling suspension system. 
Chalk that up to air forks 
up front. And five load settings 
plus 4-way damping adijust- 
ments in back. 

Double Discs. With double 
disc brakes up front and a big 
disc in back, there's only one 
word to describe its stopping 
power: Precise. 

Beauty and Brawn. The big 
‘E’ comes with such fancy stuff 
as a plush dual-passenger 


Beautiful thing is, it's also tough 
all over. Fender to fender, it's 
put together to stay exactly 
~ that way. Together 

Now you know why the 
GS-1000E is one of the world's 
great performers. . 


FLYING DUTCHMAN? 


UNE MIXTURE LEGENDAIRE 
AROMATIQUE 


Pack your pipe with flavorful 
Flying Dutchman and light up 
a legend. 18 elegant 
tobaccos are masterfully 
blended for a smooth, 
aromatic taste you can stay 
with all day. In pouch or tin, 
the Flying Dutchman legend 
lives on, smooth as ever. 


Imported from Holland 


FLYING DUTCHMAN | 
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Bravo, Di Donato! 

| am an Italo-American, born and raised for 
my first fifteen years in Italy. | immigrated to 
the United States in order to obtain a better 
education and thus fulfill that elusive 
dream—a better life 

This letter comes to congratulate both 
Penthouse and Pietro Di Donato for the ex- 
cellent article “Christ in Plastic” (December 
1978). 

With pointed journalistic subjectivity, with 
acrid black humor, and yet with uncanny 
accuracy, Mr. Di Donato drives to the heart 
of the matter—deftly exposing and explod- 
ing, like so many flawed, plastic bubbles, 
each and every cow sacred to the Italian 
hierarchy of church and state. Bravo! Fi- 
nally, | have read, in the pages of Pent- 
house, a true, factual account of the Aldo 
Moro affair, true in that it succeeds in hon- 
estly uncovering and presenting as much 
impartial information as “official” media 
channels have attempted to cover up and 
distort. 

Without much moralizing, Di Donato has 
courageously revealed both sides of the 
coin. Both he and Penthouse deserve the 
lighest praise for having the wisdom and 
he guts to tell-it-like-it-is, knowing quite 
well that you will probably ruffle many a 
hypocritical feather. Again, bravo!—A.F. 
Nicolai, Hammond, Ind. 


Unveiling Castro 

have never before read anything quite like 
the Fidel Castro interview in the December 
1978 issue. He condemns America for 
practicing colonialism 100 years ago; yet 
today he acts as a mercenary for the 
cruelest, most brutal colonial power the 
world has ever seen. Castro claims that 
China has “sold out" to America; yet he has 
sold Cuba to Russia for a sum of $6 million 
in aid per day. He vilifies America for once 
owning slaves, while he himself has sold his 
own young men into slavery—sending 
them to fight Russia’s wars on foreign soil, 
sending them to die in the tanks and planes 
that Moscow sells. He accuses capitalism 
of inventing every sin Known to man, while 
he acts as an agent for the interests of a 
system that has refined tyranny, torture, 
repression, and mass murder to an art form 
that would have made Adolf Hitler blush 
with envy. | wish to thank Penthouse for 
allowing the world to see Castro for what he 
is.—D. Bridges, La Puente, Calif. 


What the “interview” with Fidel Castro 
amounts to is so many innocuous ques- 
tions fed to Castro so that he could make a 
long, political speech answering each of 


them. There was no rebuttal and no attempt 
to call his bluff when it was so obvious that 
he was lying shamelessly. The conclusion 
many will reach is that the interviewer, Fer- 
nando Morais, is a Communist sympathizer 
who found the chance of his life to give his 
hero a good forum whereby he could 
spread the Marxist gospel.—Name and 
adaress withheld 


Farmers, fight on 
| certainly appreciate your articles on the 
agricultural strike, “Bitter Harvest,” Parts | 
and II (September and November 1978). A 
lot of good people have done a brilliant job 
the public information alone has been 
worth its weight in Colombian Gold. (That is 
a selling slogan being used to sell 
marijuana seeds by mail at fifteen dollars 
per pound. The advertisement recently ran 
in the publication Moneysworth. If all else 
fails, farmers could plow under their wheat 
and corn next year and plant something the 
American consumer does appreciate fi- 
nancially.) 

| thought that it was a good idea for farm- 
ers to mail Christmas catalogs back. This 
year | did the same, enclosing copies of 
your articles 

America’s clergymen have been urging 
for years the need to reinstitute a nation- 
wide Christmas that is Christ-centered 
rather than one that is centered around the 
worship of material things. What better 
place to have these sermons take root than 
on America's family farms? 

| would like to suggest that farmers 
choose a two-week period during which 
they boycott electricity and gas. | suggest 
that they park all their vehicles in the drive- 
way and refuse to get in and go anywhere, 
except in the case of an emergency. | sug- 
gest that they enter their houses at 6:00 P™. 
and keep their houses dark. The hushed, 
quiet, dark farm country would be a signal 
to the nation that things must change, or 
these lights will go out permanently. Surely, 
it would also be something the national 
news media would be able to cover, espe- 
cially if the farmer's demonstration was 
nationwide 
Consumers who feel that they are not 
getting the full story from officials about the 
complexities of the food system in this 
country could join the farmers in this dem- 
onstration. Farmers and consumers are 
both victims, whatever end of the food 
chain they are on. By joining forces instead 
of fighting one another, they can make even 
the most reluctant public officials deal con- 
structively with the problem.—Mrs. PJ 
Albrecht, Hamilton, Va 


NO RUM REFLECTS 
PUERTO RICO LIKE RONRICO. 


Puerto Rico is the Rum Island, the world’s foremost 


rum-producing region.And Ronrico is the rum— authentic Rownice BOTT ANY 
Puerto Rican rum since 1860. Ronrico's smooth, light taste NRICO RUM Mma rn0ot , 


has been the pride of six generations of Puerto Rican rum =. 
masters. One sip will tell you why. Hah i ere 


RONRICO: AUTHENTIC RUM OF PUERTO RICO. 


General Wine & Spirits Co., N.Y.C, 
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Nineteen seventy-nine’s a big year for us. ; The Russians could 1 
We'll be 22 years old. In the wondrous world Gat EERE. from the plane than th 
of stereo, that’s something ofa miracle. . ae : sale was made 

But that doesn’t mean it’s an accident. : Mr. Sherrill, in my opinion, by openir 
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We reinvented the 35mm camera 
so others couldn’ catch up. They havent. 


When Olympus examined the design concepts of 
traditional 35mm SLRs, they recognized the need for an 
engineering revolution: achieve quality without bulk, 
sophistication without complication. The result is called 
Olympus OM-1. The state-of-the-art SLR embodying the 
latest technology in electronics, metallurgy and optics. 
So advanced that others, while attempting to copy its 
compactness, have failed to duplicate its sophisticated 


internal design. = OM-1 is lightweight, yet professionally- 


rugged. Compact, but with a viewfinder 70% brighter 
and 30% larger than conventional SLR’s. And its 
special air dampers make shooting exceptionally quiet 
and vibration-free. All this, part of the most complete, 
compact SLR system, with almost 300 lenses and 
accessories to meet every photographic challenge 

No wonder OM-1 is Number 1 


For the photographer demanding the last word in automatic 
exposure control, the one choice is the Olympus OM-2. A 
quantum leap ahead of traditional SLR design, incorporating 
the features of the OM-1 plus electronic sensor circuitry found 
in no other camera's light measurement system. It's called OTF 
(Off-the-Film’) light measurement, because it measures the 
light reflected off the film plane and the film itself, during 
actual exposure. The result is a range of capabilities 

found in no other camera in the world, including 

automatic electronic flash whose exposure is 

controlled by the OM-2's internal light 

sensors. And each frame is exposure- 

controlled with motor drive (5 fps!) 

and rapid winder (over 3 fps!). 

Learn more about the incomparable 

Choice offered by the OM-1 and OM-2, 

detailed in our free brochure. Write 

OLYMPUS, Woodbury, New York 11797. 


e lo say that you're 
addicted to 
masturbation is like 
saying you're 
addicted to breathing.® 


AWE NA\ 


COLL \NOIK 


CALL ME MADAM 


XAVIERA'S LETTER 

OF THE MONTH 

I'm twenty-two, single, and five 
feet ten inches tall, with a slim 
figure and a very good job. I’m 
a legal secretary for a great 
guy, who trained me with no 
previous experience. Need- 
less to say, I've always felt in- 
debted to Phil. 

He's forty-two, and his wife, 
Camille, is a very attractive 
thirty-five. I've been to their 
home many times for cocktail 
parties and the like and have 
always enjoyed their company 
immensely. 

Two weeks ago Phil told me 
that he and Camille were 
spending the weekend on their 
cabin cruiser. | kiddingly re- 
marked that | wished | were go- 
ing. That evening Camille 
called me and sincerely in- 
vited me along. At first, of 
course, | said no, that! couldn't 
impose. But after a few min- 
utes of her insistence, | decided to change my mind. | met them 
early on Saturday morning, and while we were cruising out of the 
harbor, Camille and | went below to change into our suits. She 
presented me with a beautiful string bikini that must have cost a 
small fortune. 

As she was undressing, | couldn't help admiring her perfectly 
shaped breasts. She caught me staring at her, but she was also 
giving me the once-over. When | slipped on my bikini bottom, | 
discovered that my pubic hair was hanging out on all sides. 
Camille saw my dismay and said that had she known | had such a 
bush, she would have bought me a one-piece suit. 

Not knowing exactly what to do, she suggested just shaping the 
area, but | said | wouldn't know what to do even if | tried trimming it. 
Then she put her hand on my shoulder and said she'd do it for me if 
I'd just lie down on top of the dressing table. | was really embar- 
rassed and said no, but Camille put her arm around me and 
cupped one of my breasts, squeezing it gently. | felt funny inside 


and sat up on the edge of the 
table, watching her opening 
the bag and pulling out a can 
of shaving cream and a razor 
This sort of frightened me, but 
she pushed me back gently 
and told me to remove the bot- 
tom and relax. | obeyed 

Camille then spread the 
cream only around the edges 
of my vagina and began softly 
stroking the pubic area. She 
looked into my eyes and with 
one hand began to massage 
my clit. | tried to hold back, but 
| was beginning to get wet and 
let out a moan of gratification. 
Then she pushed her face be- 
tween my legs and began lick- 
ing me as she thrust her index 
finger inside me. My legs felt 
like jelly—l had never experi- 
enced such a feeling with any 
man. When Camille came up 
for air, she grabbed the shav- 
ing cream and sprayed a big 
blob right onto my mound and 
spread it around. When she took the razor in her hand, | turned my 
head to one side and closed my eyes. She began shaving across 
the top of the pubic area smoothly and deliberately. After she 
finished the top, she spread my legs and carefully shaved my 
pussy lips. Then she turned me over to one side and shaved 
around my anus, the little hairs on my cheeks. She grabbed a towel 
and wiped the excess cream off as neither one of us said a word. 
Then she poured baby oil on and began rubbing it all over the 
shaved area 

| knew | was now “bald,” but | gathered the courage to lift my 
head and look. | could see my slit shining and fee! how clean and 
smooth it was. 

Camille made love to me again that evening without being inter- 
rupted or bothered by Phil. Early Sunday morning | sucked her 
pussy for the first time, and it felt wonderful. When we went on deck 
that afternoon, | fell asleep lying on a towel near the spot on the 
deck where Phil was fishing. Suddenly, | felt someone tugging at 
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my suit. When | opened my eyes, Phil was 
standing over me, and Camille was pulling 
my bottoms down over my ankles. Phil 
started laughing as she spread baby oil all 
over my hairless pussy. | actually felt like a 
little girl, and after several minutes of her 
incredibly delicate and soothing stroking, | 
fell fast asleep. 

Nothing has been said at work about the 
incident, and Phil is still as nice as ever. 
However, Camille hasn't called me or gotten 
in touch with me in any way. | really was 
attracted to her. Do you think | should con- 
tact her?— N.E.V. 


| could not think of a better way to become 
initiated into lesbian lovemaking. As far as 
the shaving goes, | have had the same kind 
of feeling you experienced—namely, that 
of being made a little girl. Somehow, look- 
ing at a totally naked mons veneris reminds 
one of those days of total innocence. Also, 
the fact that there is no longer any protec- 
tive hair makes your vagina much more 
sensitive—and an orgasm is reached 
much more easily. 

You should consider this affair as “two 
ships that passed in the night.” If Camille 
were to call you, the spell of that special 
weekend might be lost forever. Let this re- 
main a particularly sweet memory, and 
maybe now you will have enough confi- 
dence to go out and try your own wings, 
with some other, like-minded ladies. Since 
her husband (your boss) seemed to give 


his tacit approval to your activities, you can 
be sure this is not the first time such things 
have occurred aboard his cruiser. 


HAIRLESS AND HAPPY 

My girl friend and | have just had a unique 
experience. As we were getting ready to go 
to Florida for Easter vacation and in the 
process of gathering together our resort 
wear, we tried on our bikinis. We were al- 
most shocked at realizing how thick our 
mounds of pubic hair had grown since the 
summer. Not only did the hair stick out on all 
sides of the bottoms, but it also formed 
quite a bulge. We decided we would give 
ourselves a trim. 

Rather than going for just a trim, we cut 
the hair as short as possible with scissors 
and shaved only a small area (near our 
inner thighs). That evening, when we made 
love with our husbands, they were really 
turned on by our extrashort pubic hair. 

These haircuts have really improved our 
sex lives, especially in the oral sex depart- 
ment. We are now quite interested in finding 
out a little more on this subject. First, which 
female nationality has the greatest amount 
of pubic hair? Our pubic area grows in a 
triangle. Are there any other pubic hair pat- 
terns? Can you tell us if there are any 
groups of people who have special or un- 
usual pubic hair customs? Are there ways 
that pubic hair can be shaped into different 
designs? Thank you for your help.—L.R. 
and T.C. 
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My comments to our “Letter of the Month” 
above apply to your letter, too. From my 
experience in oral lovemaking with women, 
| must say that the women from Latin Amer- 
ican countries and the southern European 
ladies are the hairiest of them all. Oriental 
women, as well as their men, have a more 
upward pubic hair growth, which doesn't 
really grow in a triangle but is longer and 
thinner and of very fine, almost straight hair. 
There are many different shapes to trim 
your pubic hair into, depending on your 
originality or on the ingenuity of the one who 
is doing the landscaping. You can even 
tweeze the hair into a heart shape or a box 
shape. Good luck with your experimenta- 
tion! 


LIGHT MY FIRE 

This idea is so far out that | don't think that 
even you have tried it. Just when | thought | 
had heard everything there was to hear 
about sex, | make a novel discovery. | tell 
you, we—my wife and |—have only begun 
to fuck! 

A friend of mine gave me a new product 
that he claimed was “worth investigating.” 
This product—I won't mention the name, 
but there are several companies that make 
it—is a bioluminescent light-stick. The 
principle is the same as that of the lightning 
bug when he or she attempts to attract a 
mate. The light-stick itself is a hollow plastic 
tube filled with a yellow green liquid. 
There's a capsule inside that, when broken, 
activates the liquid substance to give a 
pleasant, yellow green glow that will last 
about twenty-four hours as a light source. 

But here is the kicker. One night, when | 
was experimenting with a light-stick, | cut it 
open and extracted some of the glowing 
fluid. | accidently spilled some on my hand. 
In the dark | noticed that it still glowed, 
illuminating my fingers and hand. | put 
some more on and rubbed it around, and 
the effect was spectacular. | was con- 
cerned that the chemicals might be harm- 
ful for what | had in mind; so | called the 
company the next day. They assured me 
that the substances contained in the light- 
stick were nontoxic. It will stain clothes, but 
who wants to wear them anyway? 

That night | took several light-sticks into 
the bathroom, After | had showered, | 
applied the stuff to all parts of my body. The 
fluid feels and looks like baby oil and in the 
light is not noticeable at all. | told my wife to 
close her eyes, and | turned off the lights. 
When she opened her eyes, there | was, 
Luke Starfucker, the bioluminescent being 
from the future, complete with light dag- 
ger—l'd say light saber, but I'm not that well 
hung. After the initial shock and after | as- 
sured her that | wasn't radioactive, she 
wanted to try it. | got some more of the stuff 
and applied it to her body. The vision of her 
glowing body in that totally dark bedroom 
was unreal. 

Needless to say, since then our sex life 
has taken on a new glow. Some advice for 
those whose imaginations are aroused by 
my discovery: you'll need at least two light- 
sticks each. Also, be careful to remove the 
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broken particles of capsule before apply- 
ing the liquid, and-it will stain bed sheets. 
My question, Xaviera, is—have you ever 
heard of this or tried anything like it? —E.W. 


Your preferences for light-sticks and 
fluorescent gadgets are similar to those of 
the firefly—truly burning with passion. And 
| imagine you do it for a rare, special kick in 
your sexual life, but | still think it's better to 
stick to other funny inventions than to play 
around with such chemicals. It might very 
well do some harm later, if not sooner, if it 
ends up somewhere where it doesn't be- 
long.. The light-sticks were definitely not in- 
vented to be used as a kind of body lotion 
for freaked-out lovers who want to glow all 
the time. 


A DIFFERENT STORY 

In regard to your answer to S.P.’s question 
regarding impotence in the August 1978 
issue, | feel that you may have done him 
and other readers with this problem a real 
disservice by recommending that this 
young couple go to a psychiatrist. 

One very common complication of dia- 
betes is damage to various nerves. Often 
the nerve centers controlling erection are 
damaged. This leads to physically caused 
impotence, which no amount of therapy 
can cure. Since about one American out of 
fifty has this disease and only about half of 
them know it, a complete physical—inclua- 
ing tests for diabetes and neurological 


tests—should be a must for any man who 
is impotent. Diabetes attacks anyone, often 
going undetected until severe damage has 
been done. Diminishing sexual potency 
can often be a warning, especially if ac- 
companied by any of the other diabetic 
symptoms. 

So please, urge any man who has partial 
impotency to have a complete 
physical.—H.S 


Thank you for your comments. I'm sure my 
readers will appreciate your heartfelt ad- 
vice. 


ALL HANDS ON DECK 
One day | was looking at some pornog- 
raphy that | found in my father’s drawer and 
was trying to masturbate for the first time, 
bouncing my cock around with my pelvic 
muscles, trying to simulate the sex act in 
any way | could. As | reached around to 
pick up a magazine, my wrist brushed 
against the underside of my cock. An elec- 
tric sensation bolted through my groin. 
Since | hadn't been paying attention and 
didn't really know what | had done to create 
that feeling, | started to retrace my hand's 
actions to figure out what | did. After about 
three minutes of this, | again brushed the 
underside of my cock with my wrist and | 
got the same reaction. | had found it! | 
repeated it again and again and soon set- 
ted into an up-down stroke with the under- 
side of my wrist and the underside of my 


y 
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penis. With every stroke, another wave 
pulsed through my body. | kept it up, each 
stroke more intense than the last. Then my 
legs and groin became extremely hot, all 
my blood seemed to rush out of my body, 
and my cock jerked up violently. Out came 
about five massive spurts, shooting ‘high 
into the air. 

| still didn't know what was happening, 
and | continued my strokes until | went limp. 
| cleaned up and contemplated what had 
happened. Soon | realized | had experi- 
enced my first orgasm. 

Since that time | have masturbated al- 
most every night (it's been four years). More 
times than not, | have done it two or three 
times a day. I'm not an introvert or crazy or 
unbalanced. There is only one reason for 
my secluded sex life: a weight problem. 
Although I’m convinced that I'm quite 
handsome, | have forty to sixty extra 
pounds of blubber. However, my problem is 
that | think I'm addicted to masturbation. | 
go crazy if | go a day without it and am 
usually “itchy” after about twelve hours 
without it. Another thing is that I've never 
had another orgasm like the first (and even 
the ones that come halfway close are 
months apart). The feelings | get now are 
okay, but | usually feel stupid afterward. So 
how do | stop myself from beating off daily, 
and how do | re-create an orgasm as pow- 
erful as my first?—S.D. 


So what's so bad about jerking off once or 
twice a day? To say that you're addicted to 
masturbation is like saying you're addicted 
to breathing. That's my opinion, anyway. If 
your orgasms aren't as good as they used 
to be, well ... probably you have a bad 
memory. Sometimes experiences. particu- 
larly sexual experiences, grow fonder with 
time. You've become an experienced hand 
at beating off. Obviously, it's not the unique 
experience it once was. Also, it could be 
that your orgasms are not so strong as they 
used to be because you don't give yourself 
time to recuperate your energies between 
masturbatory sessions. 

It's interesting that you mention your 
weight problem with regard to your mas- 
turbation. Do you really mean to say that 
your masturbation prevents you from losing 
weight? Come on! What are you going to 
tell me next—the stories about going blind 
and hair growing on your palms? If you 
want to lose weight, then see a good doctor 
and get yourself on a decent diet. Once you 
lose that weight, you may find other—and 
more interesting—ways of experiencing an 
orgasm. 


A CONDOM QUANDARY 

I'm nineteen years old, male, and enjoy a 
fairly active sex life with females my own 
age and older. My problem is not with the 
ladies but with prophylactics. 

To begin with, | have a small penis, 
measuring at full erection five inches long 
and four inches in circumference, When | 
roll the rubber over my erect penis, | have 
no immediate problem. After | take two or 
three thrusts into my girl friend, the rubber 
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covering my cock looks like queen-size 
panty hose on the legs of an eighty-pound 
woman. The rubber doesn't actually fall off, 
but it bunches up something terrible on the 
shaft. None of the women | have taken to 
bed so far has ever complained about my 
penis size, but whenever | use a rubber 
they always tell me to take it off and not to 
worry that they will get pregnant. Worry? | 
value my life and freedom too much not to 
be concerned. 

/ must mention that I've tried numerous 
brands of prophylactics, but none can ever 
come close to a tight or snug fit. It seems 
hard to believe that some manufacturer has 
not come to the aid of the less-endowed 
male. Reading some of the letters in your 
column, | know it seems hard to believe that 
there are some men in the world who are not 
hung like horses. 

For my own benefit and for the benefit of 
any other small men out there, please let us 
know the name and mailing address of any 
company that makes a smaller than stan- 
dard-size prophylactic. —FJ. 


I'm afraid I'm of the sex that does not buy 
condoms. My expertise in this area of sex is 
lacking. Perhaps other male readers can 
comment on your problem regarding penis 
size. There must be some other man who's 
felt embarrassed and “unfit” in bed. 


GUILT TRAP 
I'm a twenty-eight-year-old, happily mar- 
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ried housewife. I've been into bisexuality 
since my college days. | went to a small 
women's college in New England, and 
since the winters were so cold and snowy, 
we couldn't get out much and ended up 
sleeping with each other. The majority of 
the women who went there were straight 
when they began, but they graduated as 
bisexuals. I've had a female lover ever 
since | graduated, and my husband, Jeff, is 
fully aware of it. 

One day one of my neighbors was visit- 
ing, and the conversation turned to sex. We 
had been drinking tequila sunrises and 
were feeling fine. | told her | enjoyed making 
love with both men and women. She didn't 
act too surprised and said she had always 
dreamed of making it with another wornan. 
After another drink, we ended up disrobing 
each other for an hour or two of good 
lovemaking. 

However, this lady is too obsessed about 
having sex with women. Her marriage is in 
trouble, because she is ignoring her hus- 
band's sexual needs. | now refuse to have 
sex with her, but I've noticed other women 
coming to her house in the morning and not 
leaving until late afternoon. I'm afraid | 
turned this lady into a full-fledged lesbian, 
and | feel very guilty. She and her husband 
are close to separating, and | think | may 
be responsible. Is there anything | can do 
to help her, or do you think it's too late? Her 
husband thinks there.is another man invol- 
ved—he has no idea it's a woman.—K.L. 


Don't you worry about a thing. Do you think 
that every man who has deflowered a 
young woman continues to feel guilty be- 
cause she continues to make love with dif- 
ferent men? Nonsense! You did this lady a 
good deed, and if that is what she likes, 
then it’s no concern of yours. She's obvi- 
ously managed to keep her inclinations a 
good secret from her husband. Maybe their 
sexual relationship was bad anyway, even 
before you made love to her. Perhaps you 
came just in time to save her from total 
frustration. 

One course of action you might suggest 
to her: tell her husband about her bisexual- 
ity and watch his reaction. If he reacts 
favorably, maybe she ought to try a three- 
way scene with another lady who might be 
interested in getting it on with both of them. 
That way she doesn't have to oblige him 
any longer, and yet they will all remain 


happy. 


THE LEANING TOWER OF PENIS 

| know that many men would like to have 
been given a larger cock when they were 
originally issued. I've never heard a man 
complain that he was born with a member 
that was too big. But a recent experience in 
my life has caused me to wonder if indeed 
bigger is better. 

I've been married to Meg for two years, 
and in most respects our marriage has 
been great. Physically, however, it’s like the 
mating of a bull (me) and a deer (Meg). This 
has caused some problems in our lovemak- 
ing. | have a large penis (nine inches long 
and seven and one-half inches around 
when erect), and the head is the size of a 
small apple. Meg is barely five feet tall and 
built slight, except for a fantastic set of 
large tits. During our lovemaking, she has a 
difficult time taking the full length of my 
engorged cock into her without some dis- 
comfort. She likes me to fuck her with about 
five or six inches. She brings herself to a 
climax by using one hand to rub her clit, 
fast and furious, and her other hand to 
squeeze and stroke the other three inches 
of my shaft—which, | admit, brings me to 
some fantastic orgasms. 

Itis frustrating at those times when, in the 
midale of a torrid session, | want nothing 
more than to drive home all nine inches of 
my hard, throbbing cock without some of 
the deep thrusts hurting Meg in a vulnera- 
ble spot. Anal sex is definitely out of the 
question. We've tried it on a number of oc- 
casions, but it's just too much for Meg to 
handle. Oral sex is also a problem. Meg 
can lick and bite my prick until | shoot, but 
she cannot manage to get more than half of 
my cock into her mouth. At times | long for 
someone to take the entire length of my hot 
dick into her mouth for an all-out, juicy blow- 
job. The closest Meg can come to giving 
me head is to lie on her back and place my 
erection between her ample tits. She then 
wraps them around my cock, and | pro- 
ceed to rub it back and forth, pausing when 
the crown reaches her lips, allowing her to 
lick and bite the underside of it until | shoot 
my load, which she loves to take in the 


mouth. The sight and feeling of those big, 
creamy white mounds and hard, pink nip- 
ples engulfing my long, purple cock while it 
slides up and down from her stomach to her 
mouth drives me wild! 

A few weeks ago Meg met a handsome 
guy named Stan. They were both im- 
mediately turned on to each other and went 
to bed. Since then, they have spent several 
other sexy nights together. Meg has been 
completely honest in our relationship and 
says that this affair with Stan is purely sex- 
ual. She fills me in with a running descrip- 
tion of their lovemaking, because she 
knows it turns me on. According to Meg, 
Stan has a much smaller cock than mine. 
They have screwed in a variety of positions, 
and Meg has taken his entire cock without 
discomfort and been able to reach frenzied 
orgasms without using her fingers. She 
also describes with great pleasure how she 
sucks in Stan's entire prick or slowly 
mounts it until he explodes. They also enjoy 
anal sex. 

So Meg and Stan are obviously enjoying 
each other. Meg wants to continue our rela- 
tionship, but she also wants to continue her 
sexual adventures with Stan. Recently, they 
talked it over and invited me to join them for 
a threesome! I'm not sure how | (and my 
nine-inch cock) would fit into the scene. 
They are willing, and it does sound inviting. 
Do you have any thoughts or sugges- 
tions? —H.M. 


Like | say, try anything once. But frankly, | 
also do not know where your nine-inch cock 
would fit into this three-way picture. If your 
wife can't take your full cock when you two 
are alone, she certainly isn't going to be 
able to handle it with Stan there fucking her. 

Look, what's good for the goose is good 
for the gander. If Meg can screw around 
with some guy who's a better fit for her, 
what's stopping you from doing the same, 
with a woman who's got a bit more stretch? 
Like | say, try anything once. 


TENDER TO THE TOUCH 

The head of my cock is extremely sensitive 
for about thirty seconds to a minute after | 
finish ejaculating—so sensitive that if my 
partner moves very much during that time 
and causes friction, the pain is excruciat- 
ing. | had always thought this phenomenon 
was a normal, physiological one. However, 
my current lover derives great pleasure 
from bucking during and after my orgasm. 
She also tells me that she has never made 
love to anyone who becomes touchy for a 
time after climaxing. 

Is my sensitivity unusual? If so, can you 
say whether it is physiological or psycho- 
logical in origin or how | might find out? 
Finally, might a desensitizer allay the pain 
without delaying my ejaculation? —WB. 


| don't know the origin of your problem. | 
can only speak of my experiences with 
other men. Quite a number of men are ex- 
tremely sensitive immediately after ejacula- 
tion, The same is true of certain women. 
See a doctor about using desensitizing 


cream, and don't just buy any product off 
the counter. 


GIRL-FRIEND GROUPIE 

My wife and | have been happily married for 
twelve years and have two children. Louise 
is very attractive at thirty-two, standing five 
feet nine inches and measuring 37-24-35. 
I'm thirty-five and travel three to five nights a 
week on business. We have a very nice 
suburban home, which Louise keeps to 
perfection, belong to the neighborhood 
tennis and swim club, and enjoy all the 
other luxuries we need. 

When | come in off the road, she is very 
tired from all her activities and household 
chores. We usually make love three to four 
times a month. About half the time she acts 
“the disinterested second party.” She will 
give me head about once every month but 
will not allow me to come in her mouth. She 
also refuses to let me look at or kiss her 
pussy, as though she were ashamed of it. 
Needless to say, since | took this job seven 
years ago, it has been very frustrating for 
me sexually. 

My wife's best friend, Robin, and Louise 
were very close until we moved from Hous- 
ton four years ago. Robin and Louise 
worked at an oil company before we 
moved. Now, when I'm in Houston every 
month for a sales and production meeting, | 
give Robin a call so that | can relay all the 
gossip to my wife. | usually arrive about 
noon the day before the meeting to finish 


any reports or presentations I'm responsi- 
ble for or to shop and hang out with the 
other members of the sales force. 

Last May, | called Robin from the airport’ 
as | was waiting for my luggage, and she 
suggested we have lunch together, which 
we had done several times before. While at 
lunch, she mentioned that she had taken 
the rest of the afternoon off and would go 
shopping with me. Afterward she suggest- 
ed that we go to her townhouse to swim and 
get some sun. 

Robin and | changed into our swimsuits, 
and she mixed a pitcher of margaritas. As 
we were on our second pitcher, the talk 
loosened some, turning from her life as a 
single to my married life. We rubbed some 
tanning oil on each other, and the talk 
turned toward sex. With half a dozen drinks 
in her, she confided that she was still a 
virgin at twenty-nine. (Louise had told me 
this, but | was pretty skeptical.) She told of 
a few times when she had almost been 
deflowered, and to save herself, as she put 
it, she gave the guys a blowjob. | told her 
that all | had ever had was “half a blowjob." 

As the sun went down, we retreated to 
her townhouse to cook some burgers. | 
called the hotel so that they wouldn't give 
my room away. 

We drank some more and changed for 
supper. The talk was still on the subject of 
sex, and after the burgers | asked her if she 
would put some /otion on my back before | 


left, as we were both a little pink from the 
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“The first thing I expect from a cigarette is flavor. And 

satisfaction. Finding that in a low-tar smoke wasn't easy. 

“But then I tried Vantage. Frankly, I didn’t even know 

Vantage was low in tar. Not until I looked at the numbers. 

“That's because the taste was so remarkable it stood up 
to anything I'd ever smoked. 

att “For me, switching to 

»* Vantage was an easy move to 
~ make. I didn’t have to sacrifice a thing: 
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WiEW FROM THE TOP 


THE MEDIUM IS THE MASSACRE 


BY ROBERT S. WIEDER 


sidered to be works of art, but with animportant difference. If 

_@ you knock big hunks off of the Pieta, you go to jail. If you do 

the same thing to Midnight Cowboy, this is called Editing-for-Television, 

and the only place you go is to the bank. Why we tolerate this double 
standard is a mystery. 

To genuine film lovers, “Edited for Television” is a media curse that 
means Edited-for-Billy Graham and promises us a depressing evening 
of bleeped dialogue, confusing gaps and lurches, inexplicable reactions 
to unseen events, and the absence of entire, crucial scenes. 

Networks commonly cut the likes of Easy Rider, The Wild Bunch, and 
Virginia Woolf into guitar picks on behalf of “viewer sensitivities.” Not 
only is this an affront to those who appreciate good movies, but it 
also—in conning us into expecting the same films that hit. the 
theaters—smacks of false advertising and consumer fraud. Sunday 
Night Movie? Or Sunday Night Ripoff? 

It's one thing to snip offensive or gratuitous violence/sex/obscenity 
from films for home consumption; it's another thing to bill these hatchet 
jobs as the originals. Increasingly, the “TV version” is so drastically 
altered as to no longer truly be the same film. 

Even without censorship, most flicks aren't seen on TV in their as- 
released form, given the inherent limitations of abrupt, frequent com- 
mercial breaks and a minuscule screen, which blots out peripheral 
action and reduces dramatic confrontations to awkward, impassioned 
soliloquies seemingly aimed at the fine-tune knob, with half the 
acting—the reaction takes—lost. This kind of functional amputation 


<q: lassic motion pictures, like classic sculpture, are widely con- 


was used to strop razors. After a sequence of pilots flashing the 
thumbs-up, the payoff—Yossarian giving the finger—is cut. Paula Pren- 
tiss's nude shot goes, but Alan Arkin’s frenzied reaction stays, looking 
idiotic. McWatt killing Hungry Joe is cut, but his suicide-crash stays, 
unexplained. And, after five lead-up flashbacks, the film's most vital 
scene—Snowdon's gut-spilling—is gone, leaving us mystified and 
making Arkin's superb death-shock reaction inappropriate and wasted. 

The Last Detail: rendered unintelligible by deleted expletives—which 
were about 25 percent of the script—an4, to first-time viewers, virtually 
impossible to follow; more a long series of excerpts than the film we 
knew in the theaters. 

Bonnie and Clyde: the mutilation of its two most definitive scenes— 
Clyde's impotence and the orgasmic death-finale—should have been 
enough to send Arthur Penn into the dry-cleaning trade. The result was 
little more than a gangbusters flick with good acting, dialogue, and 
production values. 

It's not just that Standards and Practices personnel—tubespeak for 
“censors”—are all puritans, spoilsports, humorless cranks, or moral 
bounty hunters. True, some are devoid of artistic sensitivity or impartial- 
ity and go at it like Korean surgeons, with more enthusiastic vigor than 
thoughtful dexterity. But most view their work as a serious responsibility 
and try to be objective, to nullify their prejudices. 

Alas, even objectivity is a subjective concept, and the best we can do 
is to compensate for those prejudices we know we have. It's the hang- 
ups our censors don't perceive in themselves that cause trouble. 

To wit: there was clearly much soul-searching and garment rending at 


drives to drink any filmmakers not 


ABC over Network. The touchy issue 


already there. 


of all the “bullshits” in Peter Finch’s 


The unkindest “inherent” cuts of 
all are those made simply so that the 
feature will fit the available air time. 
Some cutters do this with conscien- 
tious professionalism, but other ap- 
proaches range from arbitrary cal- 
lousness to imbecility to an almost 
conscious perversity. Mostly, the scis- 
sors men operate like perfunctory 
newspaper editors, deleting what- 
ever they don't appreciate. 

And these are just the “neces- 
sary” edits. Add censorship, and— 
depending on its amount and signifi- 
cance—what you see is often not 
what the title implies you'll get. TV's 
versions of The President's Analyst, 
Where's Poppa?, and M.A.S.H. 
were evidently edited by victims of 
St. Vitus's dance or by Reader's Di- 
gest moonlighters. 

Some particularly drastic rapes: 

Catch-22: this wasn't edited; it 


mad newscast was resolved, for 
example, by leaving a token 
“bullshit” for purposes of clarity and 
bleeping the rest. Even so, the clas- 
sic and central Holden-Dunaway 
fuck scene was obliterated, and the 
fm took scores. of mortal blows to 
the dialogue, which was loamy with 
profanity. This lobotomizing only re- 
placed the plainer obscenities with 
the far more gross vulgarities of our 
imaginations. 

The scythe of Good Taste will 
slash with special vim through Hol- 
lywood’s current white-hot-profits 
genre: the “outrageous humor” flick, 
typified by Animal House, Blazing 
Saddles, and The Groove Tube, 
whose essence-of-success is 
* shock-value humor—satire specifi- 
cally intolerable to all decent folk. 
The television censor's job is to 
make such films as “palatable” to 
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Cutting Klute: "TV Perversion.” 


these folk as possible. Television 
lives by the “Least Offensive Pro- 
gram” premise—that people will 
not only automatically watch the 
tube but will gravitate to whatever 
seems least provocative or obnoxi- 
ous. This produces Big Mac pro- 
gramming, seasoned for the lowest 
denominator of popular taste. 
Apply this rule to, say, Lenny, and 
you get ninety minutes of Dustin 
Hoffman combing his hair. 

As quality cinema grows gamier, 
more realistic, and more candid, 
we see less of it on television. Any 
film wherein graphic sex or vio- 
lence is vital to the plot or impact is 
going to feel the blade going broad 
and deep. If you liked the ham- 
burger made out of The Last Detail, 
Network, and Klute, you'll love the 
residue of Shampoo, The Exorcist, 
and Swept Away. 

To some extent, “truth in adver- 
tising” is always a self-contradic- 
tion. But where does simple decep- 
tion become calculated misrepre- 
sentation? Television's rendition of 
Cinderella Liberty, for example, 
was no more the genuine product, 
as “advertised” in the television 
schedules by its original title, than, 
say, an Oldsmobile that contains a 
Chevy engine. But where GM is 
ordered to make restitution to the 
hoodwinked, TV goes scot-free. 
There's no way that Midnight Ex- 
press , Clockwork Orange, or even 
Young Frankenstein can be tele- 
cast in its authentic form—and any 
network hype implying otherwise is 
flat-out lying by omission, 

Of course, the TV industry's re- 
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sponse to such charges is “Yeah, 
but how do you like the price?” 
Meaning: since we viewers don't 
pay to watch, we should be happy 
with whatever we see. But in fact 
the cost of these abortions is 
passed directly to consumers—in 


the prices of the sponsors’ prod- . 


ucts—at an estimated tab of $65 a 
year for each television set in 
America. Given an average three 
sets per household and given typi- 
cal spending patterns, you could 
piss away $200 a year for “films” 
that have gotten a better trimming 
than a marine recruit gets—and so 
have you. 

The fact that you don't actually 
get billed by CBS or don't put dimes 
into a slot doesn't alter the truth. 
You pay for television. There's no 
such thing as a free look, and any- 
body who buys brand-name cof- 
fee, beer, cars, cosmetics, drugs, 
gasoline, cleansers, or appliances 
is indirectly picking up the check, 
a paying customer one step re- 
moved. 

Happily, our Proposition 13 con- 
sciousness may be catching up 
with this scam, A growing disen- 


chantment with constant, dese- 


crating film disfigurements, and 
with cottage-cheese network pro- 
gramming in general, has made 
cable television the hottest new in- 
dustry since massage. As more 
of us elect to pay for the Real Stuff 
via cable, the nets will be wound- 
ed in their most vital organ, the 
Ratings, and will risk the industrial 
cancer of reduced revenues. The 
television networks have already 
fronted vast sums for upcoming 
films that could turn out to be cine- 
matic white elephants, if enough 
of us decide that “TV version” is 
synonymous with “not worth 
watching.” 

The most likely outcome? A tor- 
rent of low-rent movies not just 
edited but “Made for TV"—cellu- 
loid rabbit food that might as well 
be made for radio. Of course, 
there's always the chance that 
television will mature artistically 
and give us whole, untampered- 
with motion pictures, rather than 
PTA-mentality dreck and cinematic 
maimings. 

There's also the chance that 
trout will learn to tapdance. 


THEATER OF BLCOD 


4} here once was a man 
who murdered his wife: 
Not content with the ac- 

complishment of his ghastly deed, 

he proceeded to hack her body 
apart with a pocket knife. The 
head, arms, and legs he deposited 
in a public lavatory. The trunk and 

thighs turned up miles away, at a 

holiday beach resort. 

Then there was the sixteen- 
year-old girl who sliced her little 
brother's throat from ear to ear... 
And the old lady who walked 
across a bridge at midnight, leav- 
ing behind a bag containing twenty 
pieces of a human body—minus 
the head ... And the eighty- 
seven-year-old granddad who 
raped his maid and slashed her 
body with more than forty good 
ones. 

These and other grisly crimes 
might have been lifted from the 
Saturday-night police blotter in any 
major metropolitan city, But they 
weren't. They are, rather, some of 
the juicier criminal peccadillos 
committed in Victorian England, an 
era characterized by George Or- 
well as “our great period in murder, 
our Elizabethan period, so to 
speak.” 


The nineteenth century was an 
age when an inventive homicide, 
carried out with cunning, could 
capture the imaginations of all so- 
cial and economic classes. High- 
born ladies flocked to the Old 
Bailey to attend “a horridly interest- 
ing Trial” of a colorful poisoner. The 
scions of noble families rubbed el- 
bows with their own valets at the 
public hanging of a highwayman. 
Ragged little boys from the London 
slums taught themselves to read 
from broadside accounts of the 
false lover who murdered and dis- 
membered his fiancée on the eve 
of their marriage. The keenest 
literary minds of the day were not 
exempt: the poet laureate, Alfred 
Lord Tennyson, shocked Lewis 
Carroll at a swank dinner party with 
“several horrible stories from his 
own experience.” And at least 
three renowned poets treasured 
swatches of the dried skin of an 
equally renowned murderer. 

And now one of the “dear old 
human and sociable murders” that 
so fascinated Henry James and his 
contemporaries is being revived in 
all its gory glory. In a Broadway 
musical, no less. Sweeney Todd: 
The Demon Barber of Fleet 
Street opens in mid-February at 
the Uris Theater, with a score by 
Stephen Sondheim, direction by 
Harold Prince, and a book by Hugh 
Wheeler thatis based on the Chris- 
topher Bond play that had a nice 
run in London in 1970. The musical 
stars Len Cariou as the criminous 
Sweeney and Angela Lansbury as 
his accomplice in horror. 

According to an 1802 entry in the 
Newgate Calendar, “In all our an- 
nals of crime, no blacker-hearted 
villain than Sweeney Todd ever has 
existed,” Since the official-sound- 
ing Calendar was as much fiction 
as fact, we have only some un- 
known Grub Street wretch's word 
on this. But in Victorian legend, at 
least, Sweeney Todd was certainly 
a murderer's murderer. 

As the legend goes, Sweeney 
was a barber who, when the 
force came over him, slit the 
throats of his customers. He 
dumped the bodies through 

a trapdoor -into the cellar, 
where they became the prop- 
erty of his next-door neighbor, 


a certain Mrs. Lovett, who baked 
the flesh into tasty meat pies that 
became the spécialité de la 
maison of her pastry shoppe. If we 
are to believe the excitable jour- 
nalist of the Newgate Calendar, 
the “infamous monster’ dis- 
patched about forty souls to their 
maker in this novel fashion. 

Given the Grand Guignol style of 
his homicidal feats, it is no wonder 
that Sweeney soon became im- 
mortalized in the so-called pen- 
ny-dreadful magazines of the time. 
George Dibdin Pitt wrote probably 
the first stage version in 1841, cre- 
ating a sensation in London and 
inspiring countless other ver- 
sions—including, more recently, a 


bolical barbershop and imitate the 
infamous deeds of Mr. Todd in their 
very own living rooms. 

Alas, somewhere along the line 
Sweeney became debased into a 
figure of fun. His gruesome deeds 
became more titillating than terrify- 
ing. In one typical theatrical treat- 
ment (Frederick Hazelton's 1862 
version), the mass murders are 
presented with great decorum. 
Only a single throat, in fact, is 
sliced onstage. Although much 
emphasis is given the “unpleasant 
odour” and “horrible unearthly 
noises” emanating from Swee- 
ney's cellars (to the accompani- 
ment of much “agitato music,” of 
course), much more emphasis is 


Sondheim and Wheeler: at work on a Grand Guignol musical 


movie, a ballet, and (before Sond- 
heim's) a musical: The Victorian 
original by Pitt was called “the 
most gruesome and diabolical play 
ever produced,” and Charles Dick- 
ens, no shirker from blood and gore 
himself, gave it a rave review (“You 
cannot afford to miss seeing 
Sweeney Todd!"). The ‘“girl- 
queen” Victoria chose it forher first 
command performance at Buck- 
ingham Palace. In due course the 
story became a “toy theatre” favor- 
ite; for a penny, the kids could have 
a miniature stage set of the dia- 


placed on the conventional clap- 
trap of melodrama. ("Foiled!” cries 
Sweeney in a critical scene. “My 
secret discovered!"’) 

The new Broadway production 
hopes to rescue Sweeney from 
such ignominy and to restore him 
to more appropriate Grand Guignol 
status. Considering the recent cor- 
dial receptions given Crucifer of 
Blood and Dracula, contemporary 
theater audiences seem to relish a 
bit more style with their gristle and 
gore. 

“Poor Sweeney had become a 


Henry Grossman 


dear old shoe in the British theater,” 
says Hugh Wheeler, the writer 
of the book for the new show. 
British-born himself, he dates his 
familiarity with the legendary mur- 
derer from early childhood. “Clas- 
sically, the productions were done 
in the old Christmas pantomime 
tradition. One would drink beer and 
hiss the villains, and all the per- 
formers would send it up.” 

Taking the story “as far away 
from that tradition as possible,” the 
new production attempts to “find 
the right tone, avoiding the two ex- 
tremes of Jacobean tragedy: blood 
and gore all over the floor and utter 
camp comedy.” But nothing of the 
grisly plot, Wheeler assures us, will 
be lost to the cause of good taste. 
“We're not taking the dainty path in 
our version. I'm afraid there are lots 
of throats cut and a great deal of 
gore. We have even employed cer- 
tain mechanical devices ... But 
there's not too much terror, be- 
cause then it would be rather dis- 
gusting, wouldn't it?” 

As for the threat of camp: 
“Somebody would have to turn aw- 
fully craven at the last minute for 
that to happen. We are all taking 
it terribly seriously, and Steve 
[Sondheim] is even more impas- 
ioned on that subject than |.” 

Producer Richard Barr charac- 
terizes Sondheim's music—which 
is scored for a full orchestra of 
twenty-six instruments, including 
an organ and various synthesiz- 
ers—as “rather Kurt Weillian- 
Bertolt Brechtian in style.” Wheeler 
calls it “very scary.” Both men 
agree that the score, which con- 
sists of about twenty numbers, is 
Sondheim's fullest musical treat- 
ment of a subject. 

“It seems to me the archetypal 
Stephen Sondheim piece,” says 
Wheeler. “A very strong thread of 
cynical humor runs throughout the 
score. And of course it's unrelent- 
ing in its terror. | would, say that it 
captures the period, not only be- 
cause it has the suggestion of early 
Victorian street ballads, but also in 
the sense that it's a dark, slummish 
sort of piece. It suggests those 
marvelous, dark back alleys in 
Bleak House.” 

An admirer of nineteenth-centu- 
ry murder chroniclers like William 


Roughead, and a writer of murder 
mysteries himself (under the 
pseudonym Patrick Quentin), 
Wheeler acknowledges himself to 
be an aficionado of the Victorian 
period and character. “Sweeney 
Todd is not a psychotic killer exist- 
ing in a vacuum, as a lot of those 
early stories present him. We place 
him very firmly in a social milieu. 
The period is about 1840, just as 
Victoria ascended the throne, and 
it's all very low-class, deprived, 
and depraved. The appalling de- 
privations and sordidness of that 
world are quite evidentin the piece, 
so we can see the social conditions 
that account for murder.” 

Some of the social context for 
the new musical undoubtedly de- 
tives from the 1970 Christopher 
Bond play on which itis based. This 
one pleased the London critics be- 
cause it gave Sweeney a solid mo- 
tive for his deeds—a Hamlet-like 
revenge against the corrupt judge 
who had Sweeney unjustly impris- 
oned so that he could get his hands 
on the barber's wife and daughter. 

“Yes, I've bounced off the Bond 
version,” Wheeler acknowledges, 
“although | don't think he's a par- 
ticularly good writer. | do retain the 
essential plot, but | hope | have 
deepened the characters.” 

The more complex characteriza- 
tions will also supply the musical 
with its moments of humor—about 
30 percent of the show, Wheeler 
calculates. But he warns that the 
other 70 percent should not be 
taken too seriously, either. “I see no 
great social value to the show,” its 
author admits. “It is essentially just 
an absolutely, sensationally excit- 
ing and amusing piece."—Marilyn 
Stasio 
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FILMS 


MIXED DOUBLES 


aybe it’s an inherited 
I \ deficiency, some crucial 
fragment of the crit- 


ic's skin that never fit over me from 
birth. But whenever movies make it 
clear that they want to be liked, | 
find it awfully hard not to like them. 

So whatever might be wrong 
with Stanley Donen’s Movie 
Movie and Robert Mulligan's 
Same Time, Next Year (a lot), here 
they've had a chance and a half. 
They do share the virtue of 
being—well—potentially likable, 
something you can't claim for most 
movies. Under extreme duress— 
say, at gunpoint—! could probably 
come up with the incidentals of a 
favorable review for either of them: 
a funny scene here, a couple of 
good performances there, even 
the memory of some past careers. 
The last is one of the advantages 
accruing to projects like these, in 
which almost every major talent 
has done better work before and 
elsewhere. 

Thus a typical way around 
Movie Movie might be to praise its 
star, George C. Scott, for twenty 
years of triumphs—but not in this 
film, where his double-bill perfor- 
mances never get much above the 
careful character makeup that has 
gone into preparing for them. Inthe 
second, and much the better, part 
of Movie Movie, a parody 1930s 
film musical, you should compare 
his doomed-to-death theatrical im- 
presario, Spats Baxter, with whatis 
clearly its model: the weary, 
world-sick stage director Julian 
Marsh in the marvelous 1933 Lloyd 
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Bacon/Busby Berkeley Forty- 
Second Sireet. Marsh (played by 
Warren Baxter—the identicalness 
of the names can't be a coincidence) 
manages to put on a Broadway mu- 
sical, raise Ruby Keeler to stardom, 
stage some of Busby Berkeley's 
most spectacular production 
numbers—all the while suffering 
from an exhaustion and discour- 
agement that transform the happy 
hokum surrounding this into some- 
thing quite strange and precious be- 
fore it's over. A brilliant touch of un- 
expected feeling to an otherwise 
conventionally good movie. As it re- 
surfaces now, it has become both a 
medical sentence of death—one 
month to live (“Thirty-one days!” 
gasps Spats Baxter. His doctor re- 
minds him thatit’s February)—anda 
joke, as if mortally ill stage directors 
were a cliché in the old musicals. 
They weren't, and so Movie Movie 


George C. Scott as Spats Baxter. 


falls into the trap, and not the only 
time, of freeloading on its superior. 
Movie Movie is a takeoff on a 
1930s double feature. Hence the 
title (which also refers to a “movie 
movie” as against all that other 
stuff we look at when we're merely 
imbibing culture) and the two parts: 
“Dynamite Hands,” a John 
Garfield-type boxing picture that 
might have been written by Clifford 
Qdets or Abraham Polonsky and 


Same Time, Next Year with Alda and Burstyn: personal platitudes. 


the musical “Baxter's Beauties of 
1933.” The takeoff has been done 
before, often more intelligently, as 
in the collected works of Mel 
Brooks, and once perfectly, in Stan- 
ley Donen's own Singin’ in the Rain 
(1952), which, along with being the 
second-best American movie mu- 
sical is also the best American 
movie about making movies. 

The standard running dialogue 
gag in Movie Movie is the ambiti- 
ous mixed metaphor, something 
that loses its humor after the first 
one you hear. The other jokes 
mostly are on the same order: un- 
likely exaggerations, repetitions, or 
fairly unimaginative imitations of 
some more impressive originals. 
The production numbers in “Bax- 
ter’s Beauties” also look that 
way—as if they had set out todo a 
real Busby Berkeley extravaganza 
and then discovered they only had 
enough money to hire half the nec- 
essary cast. 

However, there are worthwhile 
things in both parts, such as the 
doctor's-office scenes with which 
both features begin (each doctor is 
Art Carney, and each time he de- 
livers the hero a diagnostic knock- 
out blow) or the moments of musi- 
cal inspiration in the preparation for 
the big show in ‘Baxter's 
Beauties,” moments that owe a lot 
to the energies of Barry Bostwick 
as a mild-mannered, Jimmy 
Stewart-type CPA with a secret 
yen to write musical comedy. And 
there are two attractive new ac- 
tresses: in “Dynamite Hands” 
Kathleen Beller as Angie Popchik, 
who needs the $25,000 eye opera- 
tion that forces her brother Joey 
into the prize ring to pay for it; and 


in “Baxter's Beauties” Rebecca 
York, who happens to be better at 
singing and dancing than the Ruby 
Keeler of Forty-Second Street she 
imitates. This is enough to raise 
Movie Movie above purely 
academic interest but not quite 
enough to justify its existence. 
Nothing so fancy as self- 
justification could have troubled 
anyone connected with Same 
Time, Next Year, a long-run, cute- 
idea Broadway play of the sort that 
movies seem expressly designed 
to demolish. It goes like this. In 
1951 a young man and a young 
woman, both married, meet by 
chance in a northern California 
oceanfront hotel. They spend the 
night together and fall in love. So, 
for the next twenty-six years, once 
a year, they meet, same date, 
same place, while we watch them 
grow up and old and sentimen- 
tal—annually—together. Even al- 
lowing the artificiality of the idea, a 
real drama might have studied the 
relationship. Instead, Same Time, 
Next Year studies middle-class 
guilt, popular causes from the 
1950s through the 1970s, and al- 
most anything in current events or 
current morality that can be turned 
into situation comedy, with an oc- 
casional,dash of situation pathos. 
Sometimes the film seems un- 
sure of its situations. In 1966, when 
she's become a late-blooming 
flower child and he’s turned into a 
bomb-Hanoi reactionary, and she 
blurts out, “All the time | thought | 
was going to bed with a liberal 
Democrat!” the movie knows what 
presumptions it's laughing at. But 
in 1972 (the action jumps in four- 
to-six-year intervals), when one of 


them—no matter which— 
announces “I'm a warm, caring, 
loving human being,” | doubt that 
the movie even suspects that those 
presumptions are a laughing mat- 
ter. In fact they are the soul of this 
kind of theater, the personal 
platitude beneath the topical 
pseudo-satire and the coy allu- 
sions to sex—which is never seen 
or even understood, though it's up- 
posed to be what keeps the whole 
thing going. 

Alan Alda and Ellen Burstyn, the 
principals in this affair, are both 
good, especially Burstyn, who 
must rank as one of the major un- 
derexploited resources of our 
movies. Alda’s comic delivery de- 
serves better lines and better di- 
rection. Burstyn, who played this 
role on the stage, deserves better 
everything. It is deeply dishearten- 
ing to watch an astute and lovely 
actress through two hours of 
screen time acting less intelligent, 
less clever, less humanly sensitive 
than she is. 


Of the world’s great filmmakers, 
the late Luchino Visconti is among 
the most uneven. But his good 
work—like Ossessione (1942), 
Senso (1954), Rocco and His 
Brothers (1960), Death in Venice 
(1971), or his segment “The Job” in 
Boccaccio '70—is unique and 
powerful. His last film, The Inno- 


cent, made in 1976 and finally 
being released here, ranks with the 
best. 

Almost anybody you'll read will 
describe Visconti's movies, for 
their tone and style, as “operatic.” 
In this sense The /nnocent, based 
on anovel by Gabriele D'Annunzio, 
would be chamber opera—without 
the music—and of a particularly 
rigorous sort. It's not tragedy, but 
instead a kind of introspective mel- 
odrama. | can’t imagine that its 
rush of passionate feeling would 
survive for long in the light of com- 
mon day—or even in the lights of 
anybody else's movie. 

In turn-of-the-century Rome, 
rich, aristocratic Tullio Hermil 
leaves his mistress to devote his 
amorous attention for a while to his 
beautiful, neglected young wife, 
Giuliana. He finds Giuliana eager 
but also pregnant with another 
man’s baby—conceived during 
one of his own, numerous self- 
indulgent absences. With good, 
male emotional logic, Tullio is dis- 
traught. He, an atheist, wants an 
abortion. She, a Catholic, refuses. 
The child is born, and he plots its 
destruction. Finally, on a Christmas 
Eve, when the rest of the house- 
hold has gone to church, he opens 
the child's nursery to the winter 
wind so that it takes sick and dies. 
Denounced by his wife and 
spurned by his mistress, Tullio sol- 
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emnly kills himself, thus ending a 
cruel and perfectly selfish life that 
the film sees as monstrous but not 
wholly unsympathetic. 

Not much of a story—until you 
succumb to the unswerving inten- 
sity of Tullio’s obsession, the rich 
claustrophobic world in which it fes- 
ters, and the demure, voluptuous 
abandon of the woman who excites 
it. The movie essentially lives 
in—and is about—its decors and 
its performances. 

As Tullio, Giancarlo Giannini 
seems a model of purposeful de- 
termination in a role that offers 
such temptation to hysterical ex- 
cess. But Laura Antonelli, as his 
wife Giuliana, virtually controls the 
film—though, between lovemak- 
ing and childbearing, she scarcely 
has time to get out of bed. The not 
quite passive victim of her hus- 
band’s arrogance, she becomes 
the center of his desire—and 
ours—in a ritual of seduction and 
consummation that gives all the 
other actions their meaning. Under 
Luchino Visconti's direction, her 
eroticism, never devious or manip- 
ulative, becomes the moral as well 
as the physical attraction that ex- 
plains the slightly insane events 
around it. Ravishing, gentle, and 
very subtle, Laura Antonelli trans- 
lates the movie's most purple 
passions into dramatic sense.— 
Roger Greenspun 


Giancarlo Giannini in Luchino Visconti's last film, The Innocent. 


WORDS 


THE CUTTING EDGE 


\ | cience is a wonderful 
NN bullshit detector. Through 
d, a combination of publicly 
acknowledged rules of evidence, 
unremitting peer review, and so- 
cially enforced standards of pro- 
fessional conduct, the scientific 
community sooner or later recog- 
nizes and rejects all overstated 
conclusions and unfounded 
theories. 

What scientists believe at any 
moment is what remains after the 
half-truths and wrong guesses 
have been swept away. Occasion- 
ally, what one generation rejects as 
nonsense becomes accepted (on 
the basis of new evidence) by the 
next generation. But acceptance is 
never permanent in science. Ex- 
ceptions are found to every “law.” 
Newton's physics gives way to the 
superior predictive power of Ein- 
stein’s. Readers of popular sci- 
ence books cannot expect to follow 
all the arguments and counter-ar- 
guments. But any good book about 
science should distinguish be- 
tween currently accepted fact and _ 
admissible speculation—while 
keeping the bullshit to a minimum. 

Weathering (M. Evans & Co., 
$12.95), by Stephen Rosen, is sub- 
titled How the Atmosphere Condi- 
tions Your Body, Your Mind, Your 
Moods —and Your Health. Rosen, 
a physicist by trade, writes about 
the “science” of biometeorology, 
which deals with the interaction be- 
tween weather and people. | put 
“science” in quotes because, as 
Rosen himself points out, very little 
is actually known about what 
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weather does to people. Most of 
the research so far has been con- 
ducted in Europe and has been vir- 
tually ignored in this country. There 
is no doubt that changes in tem- 
perature, humidity, and air pres- 
sure affect both body and mind. 
The question is, How significant is 
the impact? 

According to Rosen, many drugs 
act differently under different 
weather conditions, and “many 
physicians and most laymen” are 
unaware that the wrong mix of drug 
dosage and weather can be fatal. 
To support this and other strongly 
worded statements, Rosen offers a 
hodgepodge of research reports, 
culled mostly from European sci- 
ence journals. As a practicing sci- 
entist, Rosen knows that not all 
journals are equal; the best will 
print only articles that have under- 
gone rigorous prepublication criti- 
cism by a “referee,” that is, another 
scientist knowledgeable in the 
same field. Statements appearing 
in a refereed journal carry far more 
weight than statements in a lesser 
publication; hence Rosen, as a 
science writer, has an obligation to 
sift the claims and conclusions with 
care before passing them along to 
a general audience. 

Despite his sloppiness, Rosen 
does a good job of piquing our 
curiosity about matters that de- 
serve closer scrutiny. His text is full 
of tidbits like the following: “Alcohol 
intoxication is enhanced some 10 
percent in the heat. This is why 
those mint juleps seem to pack 
such a warm wallop in the South.” 
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tion—and terrible beauty—of the 


§ . resulting quakes and volcanoes is 


Bernard Dixon, the author of 
Beyond the Magic Bullet (Harper 
& Row, $10.00), edits Britain's 
highly respected popular-science 
journal New Scientist. Like Rosen, 
he finds fault with modern medi- 
cine. But his attack is even 
broader. He argues that the labora- 
tory-oriented search for a specific 
cause and cure for each dis- 
ease—an approach that has given 
us a welter of antibiotics and vac- 
cines—should now be deempha- 
sized, because it is getting in the 
way of our real goal: improved 
health for the world's billions. In- 
stead of focusing on what makes 
people sick, we should devote 
more time and money to keeping 
them well. By paying more atten- 
tion to diet, exercise, environmen- 
tal stress (including pollution), and 
psychological factors, we can get a 
better return on our health-care 
dollars. This is especially true in 
underdeveloped countries, where 
malnutrition and poor sanitation 
take a greater toll than do all the 
microbes put together. But Dixon 
believes that even advanced coun- 
tries are being shortchanged by 
the medical establishment, be- 
cause, unlike such infectious dis- 
eases as smallpox, measles, and 
malaria, today’s major maladies, 
typified by cancer, probably cannot 
be traced to a single microscopic 
culprit that can be zapped by some 
“wonder drug.” Of course, Dixon 
may be unduly pessimistic; the his- 
tory of science is full of predictions 
that something could not be 
done—just before someone did it. 


Some of the most startling and 
literally far-out science of our day 
receives a commendably clear- 
headed exposition in The Runa- 
way Universe (Harper & Row, 
$10.00), by Paul Davies. Davies 
writes about scientific cosmology, a 
subdiscipline of modern astronomy 
and astrophysics that concerns it- 
self with nothing less than the age, 
makeup, and ultimate fate of the 
universe. Although the author is a 
lecturer in applied mathematics at 
King’s College, London, he spares 
us the equations in explaining why 
scientists are convinced that the 
universe began some 10 or 20 bil- 
lion years ago in a blaze of radia- 
tion (the so-called Big Bang), an 
explosion that would accord re- 
markably with the Biblical account 
in Genesis: “Let there be light.” 
The going gets a bit heavy attimes, 
but the book is well worth the effort, 
if only to see how wild scientific 
speculation can become and still 
be accepted by the leading au- 
thorities as valid. 

It is only in the last twenty-five 
years that scientists have learned 
why earthquakes and volcanoes 
occur. This Shaking Earth (Put- 
nam's, $17.95), by John Gribbin, 
tells the story in both words and 
pictures. Gribbin’s text is as excit- 
ing as it is informative. The appar- 
ently solid earth on which we walk 
is actually shifting about all the 
time; the continents are adrift on 
larger “plates,” which themselves 
float on the molten magma below, 
Where the plates collide, the earth 
cracks or wrinkles. The devasta- 


magnificently captured in the pho- 
tographs, drawings, and diagrams 
that adorn this book. 

This is one case where under- 
standing does not necessarily lead 
to control. An earthquake in China 
in 1976 took at least 500,000 lives. 
Los Angeles, which sits atop a 
“plate boundary” known as the 
San Andreas Fault, is overdue for a 
jolt like the one that leveled San 
Francisco in 1906. But it appears 
unlikely that the next earthquake 
an be predicted far enough in ad- 
ance and with enough certainty to 
permit an orderly. evacuation. 

John C. Lilly became famous for 
his research with dolphins in the 
fifties and sixties. During this 
period of close association with 
these large-brained, seagoing 
mammals, Lilly became convinced 
that dolphins are at least as smart 
as people, maybe smarter. He pub- 
lished several books expounding 
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this thesis, but his attempts to 
prove the point by establishing 
communication with individual dol- 
phins were inconclusive. His most 
recent book, Communication be- 
tween Man and Dolphin (Crown, 
$12.95), does nothing to advance 
the argument. It is mainly a rehash 
of his earlier research, spiced with 
such comments as, “The Cetacea 


realize that man is incredibly dan- 
gerous in concert.” Lilly announces 
that he is getting back to work with 
dolphins; he also announces that 
he has given up “the scientific 
viewpoint of total objectivity.” His 
concern for the survival of these 
fascinating creatures is admirable. 
But he does himself and his fellow 
scientists a disservice by implying 
that compassion and objectivity 
are mutually exclusive. Casting a 
skeptical eye on shoddy experi- 
ments does not make a person 
hardhearted. If dolphins do pos- 
sess a high-order intelligence that 
is fundamentally different from 
ours—as Lilly believes—it is hard 
to imagine that anything but the 
most rigorous and imaginative in- 
vestigation can bridge the gap be- 
tween the species. 

Spaceships of the Mind (Vik- 
ing, $14.95), by Nigel Calder, deals 
with the fringes of science, where 
fruitful speculation edges over into 
obsessive fantasy. Calder traveled 
around the world, asking scientists 
what kind of “big ideas” would 
shape the future. By a big idea 
Calder means a vision “that will 
prevail not by decree or even by 
persuasion but because it captures 
the enthusiasm of people, who will 
struggle against great difficulties to 
make it happen.” One example is 
Columbus's idea that it was possi- 
ble to sail safely across the Atlantic 
Ocean. 

Although Calder writes with pas- 
sion, the results of his survey are 
somehow disappointing. The ideas 
that he has corralled range from 
self-sustaining colonies in space to 
self-sufficient farming commu- 
nities on earth, from “Santa Claus 
machines” (which will make any- 
thing we want automatically, by 
breaking down matter to its con- 
stituent elements and then recom- 
bining them) to growing wheat 
under glass. 

The problem may be that no one 
is excited by vague generalizations 
about the future. We all have our 
dreams, but our patience is soon 
exhausted when other people go 
on about theirs. By casting so wide 
a net, Calder has left himself no 
room for those details that might 
disarm our own bullshit detec- 
tors.—Gerald Jonas 


SOUNDS 


MAKING IT IN THE U.S.A 


s far as | can tell, Linda 
Ronstadt's music is pure 
entertainment. There are 


no coded symbols, frank autobio- 
graphical confessions, or violent 
eruptions of emotion in it; the stuff 
is the pop of the seventies. 

Now, this is not a profound reali- 
Zation. In fact, it seems entirely ob- 
vious. But ever since the late six- 
ties, when every new record from 
Dylan or the Beatles was greeted 
as Holy Writ from on High, analysts 
of popular culture have been pick- 
ing over pop music with an intense, 
single-minded zeal, searching for 
the weighty and the profound. Atits 
most ambitious, pop music is ca- 
pable of addressing meaningful 
concerns. But the way the analysts 
relate to pure pop—music whose 
principal raison d’étre is the enter- 
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tainment of large numbers of 
people—has little to do with the 
way the consumers relate to it. Or- 
dinary folks drive to it, eat to it, 
make love to it, and in general just 
enjoy it. 

With all these people relating to 
her music in such a natural way, 
you would think that Linda 
Ronstadt wouldn't pay the slightest 
attention to the articles and re- 
views that get churned out every 
time she makes another record. 
Her most recent album, Living in 
the U.S.A. (Elektra), racked up 
more than 2 million advance orders 
before it was even shipped. She 
works when and where she wants, 
and she goes out with the governor 


stead, she wraps strains of rock, 
folk, country, and some other 
brands of American vernacular 
music up in an attractive, high- 
gloss package. She is one of avery 
few American popular artists, and 
the only woman, with whom hip- 
pies, truckers, housewives, politi- 
cians, and just about everybody 
else feels absolutely at home. In 
part, this broad appeal has to do 
with her music's lack of specificity. 
It seems to belong to everyone 
while belonging to no one in par- 
ticular; it packs a certain emotional 
wallop but it doesn't force the lis- 
tener to “relate” to the singer or to 
any other person in any prescribed 
way. Still, one shouldn't underesti- 


Linda Ronstadt: a pop perfectionist trying to make it as a rocker. 


of California. And besides, her fans 
love her. But the cultural analysis 
bug is highly contagious. Ron- 
stadt’s records are beginning to 
sound like she reads her reviews 
and takes them seriously. 
Ronstadt’s most impressive 
achievement has been the creation 
of a genuinely contemporary pop 
style for the seventies. I'm being 
careful to avoid using the word 
rock, for even though Ronstadt 
draws heavily from rock or rock- 
'n’-roll sources, she is neither a 
rock artist (writes original tunes 
and projects a persona through a 
single, identifiable style) nor a 
rock-'n'-roll artist (sings with such 
fervor that personality completely 
dominates considerations of 
content—rocks like a fool). In- 


mate the craft and creativity that go 
into making Ronstadt sound as 
good and appeal as widely as she 
does. 

Peter Asher, Ronstadt’s pro- 
ducer, is at least as responsible as 
she is for the singer's records. His 
productions are as clean and spot- 
less as a kitchen in a television 
commercial, and his ear for mate- 
rial, abetted by Ronstadt's own 
savvy in this regard, couldn't be 
more astute. The way these two go 
about putting albums together—a 
little country, some rock and 
rhythm-and-blues oldies, some 
sensitive songs by contemporary 
writers, a shiny veneer on the 
sound—has been having its effect 
on other artists for some time now; 
and the more platinum albums 
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Ronstadt makes, the more effect it 
has. Bonnie Raitt, whose albums 
have always been as eclectic as 
Ronstadt's but who has usually 
managed to sing with a little more 
true grit, is working with Peter 
Asher now. It might be unfair to an- 
ticipate the results of their collab- 
oration, but one suspects that the 
sound will be polished, that the 
material will be carefully chosen, 
and that Raitt will emerge with her 
first hit single. If so, she will join the 
list of young women whose al- 
bums, despite their individual qual- 
ities, constitute a collective hom- 
age to the Asher-Ronstadt formula. 

Phoebe Snow—a special 
case—has been moving in the di- 
rection of Ronstadt, whom she 
knows and admires, to the detri- 
ment of her own unique talents. 
She first made her reputation back 
in 1975 with an album of pained, 
self-revealing original songs. It was 
an album that depended for its ef- 
fect on the quality of these songs, 
on the singing, and on the musical 
wizardry of jazz soloists like Zoot 
Sims and Teddy Wilson, rather 
than on any sophisticated produc- 
tion values. But the albums that fol- 
lowed dallied with Broadway, the 
legacy of Billie Holiday, and con- 
temporary pop material by other 
writers and were heavily produced. 
The original songs were fewer and 
more opaque. Snow's latest album, 


Bonnie Raitt: polishing the grit 
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Against the Grain (Columbia), at 
least partially reverses this trend. 
It's a performer's album, not a writ- 
er’s, but it has a single-minded 
stylistic orientation—funky, greasy 
rock 'n’ roll. 

Ronstadt's Living in the U.S.A., 
which was released about the 
same time, also leans in the direc- 
tion of harder rock 'n’ roll. Theoreti- 


got it just so. The essence of rock 
‘roll is immediacy. Without it, this 
and too many of Ronstadt’s other 
rock performances fall flat, crip- 
pled by perfectionism. 

As for the rest of the album, it 
works best when Ronstadt and 
Asher are doing what they know 
how to do surpassingly well. Such 
ready-made pop confections as 


has seemed to embody for so long. 
One wonders how much the move 
had to do with personal impera- 
tives and how much with the more 
thoughtful criticism of Ronstadt’s 
work one reads in the press. Cer- 
tainly the perfectionism that's so 
evident in the most ambitious at- 
tempts on Living in the U.S.A. sug- 
gests that she is listening to people 


Phoebe Snow: moving in the direction of Ronstact 


cally, the move toward rock was a 
courageous one, but Ronstadt has 
often had a problem coming to 
terms with the coldness of modern 
recording studios, and this is a 
serious problem for a would-be 
rocker. Herversionof Chuck Berry's 
“Back in the U.S.A.,” which kicks 
off the album and is its conceptual 
centerpiece, has a tough, rocking 
instrumental track, and Ronstadt 
has everything she needs to make 
the vocal come alive—a sure 
sense of rhythm and pacing, admi- 
rable control of her voice’s many 
textures, an intellectual apprecia- 
tion of the song's subtle ironies. But 
listen to the cut on a good stereo 
system and it immediately be- 
comes apparent that she sang her 
vocal in an empty studio over a pre- 
recorded band performance, wor- 
rying with every syllable until she 


J.D. Souther’s “White Rhythm and 
Blues” and the oldies “Just One 
Look” and “Ooh, Baby, Baby” will 
still sound good coming over the 
car radio ten or twenty years from 
now because every syllable is just 
so, because every element fits to- 
gether seamlessly. They may not 
have much depth, but in their mod- 
est way they're timeless. 

The formula Ronstadt and Asher 
have developed will probably be 
with us for a long time to come, but 
Ronstadt herself sounds restless. 
Living in the U.S.A. seems to have 
been her attempt, however 
stillborn, to break the mold, to go 
for a more genuine, more rocking 
synthesis. The singer's recent and 
much-publicized move from Los 
Angeles to New York will undoubt- 
edly distance her even more from 
the slick California aesthetic she 


who think her capable of more than 
making easy-listening records. One 
hopes she won't take these people 
too seriously. Making solid, well- 
crafted pop music is preferable to 
making stilted, pretentious rock. 

And whatis Ronstadt to do about 
the critics who now say she is try- 
ing too hard? She'll probably get 
around to dealing with that, too. For 
despite her willingness to be pack- 
aged for mass consumption, and 
despite the potentially baleful im- 
pact of her success on some of her 
most talented contemporaries, 
Ronstadt is anxious to succeed as 
an artist, not just as a money- 
maker. It's impossible to .predict 
with any accuracy what her change 
of residence and changing atti- 
tudes will bring, but during the next 
few years she might just surprise 
us all.—Robert Palmer Ot 


Retna 


Michael Pu 


© 1978 A. J. Reyrioids Tobacco Co. 


cot 


1, 


“tine, av. per cigarette, FTC Repon MAY 78; 4 FULL: RICH 


Piccn | i - re TOBACCO FLAVOR 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 


THE SPY 
WHO NEVER WAS 


Last October 1st, a corpse identified by the 
CIA as John Arthur Paisley, a retired CIA employee, was fished from 
Chesapeake Bay. But subsequent events indicate 


that the body may not have been John Arthur Paisley’s. And, in fact, this 


Penthouse investigation reveals that 
John Arthur Paisley, if he is still alive, may not 
be John Arthur Paisley anyway. 


Just as the Nixon administration attempted to dismiss Watergate as a “third-rate burglary,” 
the CIA recently tried to palm off the death of John Arthur Paisley as the suicide of a 
depressed, financially strapped, long-since-retired, pedestrian analyst of Soviet defense 
spending. But none of this explanation was true. 

The bizarre case has raised questions that go to the heart of America's national security. In 
fact, according to Paisley’s wife, Maryann, there is serious question whether the body 
discovered in Chesapeake Bay was that of her husband. This question and others raised by 
the CIA's performance in this matter indicate not only that the CIA has failed to mend its 
illegal ways but also that the agency is more to be feared for being a “Dumbo” than a “rogue 
elephant." 

In the Paisley case serious failures of CIA security have been revealed, causing the 
Senate's intelligence committee to intensify its investigation concerning the presence of a 
Russian spy, or “mole,” in the CIA. Penthouse has learned that the Defense Department, 
through its own investigation, is fearful that America’s spy-satellite surveillance system has 
been compromised by the loss of more than 100 secret documents dealing with that system, 
thereby jeopardizing our nation’s ability to verify Russian compliance with a future SALT II 
agreement. These and other investigations by the FBI and the National Security Agency 
suggest that the apparent death of John Arthur Paisley, or whoever was found in Chesapeake 
Bay, is the tip of a spy scandal iceberg. 


pre—World War Il days, in order to understand and pierce the CIA's veil of lies about 

that career, one must start with the latest-known events in John Paisley’s life. These 
culminated on Sunday morning September 24, when John Arthur Paisley, a “retired” civil 
servant, walked down a beautiful, tree-shaded path to a private pier at Lusby, Md., where he 
kept his sloop, Brillig. 

Brillig was docked with several other boats at a compound owned by a former lieutenant 
colonel in the air force and friend of Paisley, William Norman Wilson. He had not shown up that 
Sunday morning, but another couple who kept their smaller sailboat at the same pier, Mr. and 
Mrs. Michael V. Yohn, and a friend also planned a day's sailing. 

According to Wilson, Paisley's plan for the day was to take aboard his briefcase, complete 
a review of a report he was writing for the CIA, and enjoy the solitude of a sail on southern 
Chesapeake Bay. 

The day looked promising, and the air was bright and clear. Paisley's nine-ton, somewhat 
battered sloop left port with the Yohns’ smaller sailboat a little after 10:00 AM, and both 
charted a course for the mouth of the Patuxent River, south of the Lusby landing. 

Yohn says that after nearly two hours of sailing he radioed Paisley that the winds were not 
what they had hoped and that they were going to take their smaller boat back into port. 

Yohn says that at 2:30 PM. he radioed Paisley to see how he was doing Paisley told him that 
the wind had improved and that he was staying out, and he asked that Wilson be given that 
message. According to Yohn, Wilson had not yet arrived at the compound. 

At 5:00 po., Wilson says, he called Paisley on the radio, and Paisley told him that he was 
anchored near Hooper's Lighthouse, which was across the eastern side of the bay. Paisley 
said that he would be in late that night and told his friends not to wait up for him. According to 
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T hough the strange story of John Paisley’s intelligence career stretches back to 
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both Yohn and Wilson, this was the last 
message from the master of the Brillig. 

Monday dawned with sunshine on the 
bay and brisker winds. Crab fisherman 
Robert McKay was running his motorized 
boat off Point Lookout, south of the Patux- 
ent Naval Air Station, when he looked up 
from his work and saw that a large sailboat, 
traveling at what he later estimated to be 
from seven to twelve knots, was bearing 
down on him. The boat, heading in the op- 
posite direction, came dangerously close. 
“It looked so pretty. It was like it was ina 
race,” McKay recalls. 

McKay saw no one aboard as the vessel 
passed and suspected that whoever was in 
charge had gone below for a few minutes. 
Fearing that something on the Brillig might 
be amiss, McKay revved his boat up to its 

* full nine knots in a futile attempt to chase 
after the craft. His boat was no match, and 
he watched long enough to see the Brillig 
head straight into Rodo Beach. 

McKay attempted to send a message to 
the Coast Guard on the emergency chan- 
nel of his CB radio. Because he believed 
the radio to be underpowered, he called a 
friend, Paul Kellam, on another crab boat 
and asked that he call in a distress call to 
the Coast Guard station at nearby St. In- 
igoes, Md. The Coast Guard called a local 
park ranger whose station was close to 
Rodo Beach. Pt. Lookout Park Superinten- 
dent Jerry Sword was first to reach the 
beach where the Brillig was stranded. A 


little later the Coast Guard arrived on the 
scene. The last sight that McKay saw be- 
fore he left the area for his normal day's 
work was a woman with a small, black dog 
approaching the grounded sailboat. 

Shortly after 9:00 A.M. the Coast Guard 
managed to get men aboard the Brillig. 
After lowering the sails, which had been set 
for maximum speed, the Coast Guard 
checked to see whether anyone was 
aboard. Finding no one, they directed the 
Coast Guard station to begin an air-sea 
search of the area of the bay shown on a 
chart open on the boat. 

It was quickly noted that the boat was 
cluttered and had a “lived-in” look. Inside 
the cabin a pair of slacks and an expensive 
sport shirt were neatly hung. In the back 
pocket of the slacks was a billfold. Inside 
the card compartment was a business 
card with the name John A. Paisley of the 
Washington, D.C., accounting firm of 
Coopers & Lybrand. 

On the table in the cabin were an opened 
package of pickle loaf and a briefcase with 
a pile of documents inside. Also on the 
table were a check for $200 made out to 
Paisley and a draft for a letter discussing a 
separation agreement with his estranged 
wife. 

The Coast Guardsmen looked through 
the briefcase and found a typescript full of 
corrections that mentioned again and 
again the Central Intelligence Agency. That 
report, the Coast Guardsmen would re- 
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member later, talked about the Soviet 
Union's military strength. 

They quickly called this information back 
to St. Inigoes, which in turn relayed the 
information to Coast Guard headquarters 
in Portsmouth, Va. 

Portsmouth, as part of its regular proce- 
dure in any case involving CIA personnel, 
immediately called the Security Division of 
the agency at Langley, Va. A similar call 
was placed to Coopers & Lybrand, notify- 
ing them that Paisley was apparently miss- 
ing. In the case of the unattended death or 
disappearance of CIA personnel, the 
agency is supposed to notify the appropri- 
ate law-enforcement authority, because it is 
specifically prohibited from conducting in- 
vestigations of possible legal violations oc- 
curring in the United States. 

However, within a few minutes after the 
CIA had been notified, Mrs. Maryann Pais- 
ley, at her McLean, Va., home, only five min- 
utes from the agency, was picked up by 
Phillip Waggoner, the man who had re- 
lieved John Paisley upon his retirement as 
the CIA's deputy director of strategic re- 
search. She was whisked to the downtown 
apartment building, at 1500 Mas- 
sachusetts Avenue, where John Paisley 
kept an apartment. After identifying them- 
selves to the manager, they were allowed 
into Paisley'’s eighth-floor, one-bedroom 
apartment. With Mrs. Paisley’s permission 
several ClA-related documents were re- 
moved from the apartment, and she was 
given a receipt for the papers. This removal 
of documents later caused the Maryland 
State police to complain that the evidence 
in the Paisley case had been “contami- 
nated.” In fact, during subsequent investi- 
gation the CIA did not permit the police to 
review the purloined documents. Thus any 
light that these documents might have 
shed on Paisley's genuine role in the CIA or 
on his mental condition at the time of his 
death was shielded from police scrutiny. 

Meanwhile, the Coast Guard still had the 
practical problem of getting the nine-ton 
sloop off the shoals and into a safe port at 
the Coast Guard station. It was not until 
after dark that the high tide on the bay 
permitted the difficult task of refloating the 
Brillig and towing her in. Portsmouth, wor- 
ried because of the CIA documents aboard 
the Brillig, ordered a guard to be put on the 
pier twenty-four hours a day after the boat 
was towed in. 

It was close to 1:00 A.M. Tuesday morning 
before the Brillig was brought into the quiet 
and beautiful cove that bordered the St. 
Inigoes Coast Guard station. The search 
for John Paisley had so far proved futile. 

Chief Petty Officer James Maxson, who 
ran the Brillig's rescue operation, had fi- 
nally gotten to bed at 2:00 aM. Tuesday 
morning when he got a call from the Coast 
Guard station. He was told that Mrs. Paisley, 
Paisley’s daughter Diane, William Norman ° 
Wilson, and a CIA “security” man named 
Phillip Waggoner had shown up and de- 
manded that they go aboard the Brillig. 

It was the second bizarre incident in an 
evening of bizarre incidents for Maxson. “| 
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couldn't get over how concerned they all 
were for the boat. But you know | have han- 
died maybe 200 rescues, and we always 
get calls about the missing persons and 
are pressured into furthering our rescue 
attempts. It is a normal thing for friends and 
family to react that way. In this case that 
didn't happen. The first and only thing Wil- 
son asked was about the condition of the 
boat.” 

Only Wilson and Mrs, Paisley were al- 
lowed aboard the Brillig with the Coast 
Guard. Nothing was removed from the boat 
that night —at least nothing that the guards 
saw. 

The next afternoon there was still no sign 
of John Arthur Paisley. No missing-persons 
report nad been filed with any pertinent 
law-enforcement agency by Mrs. Paisley, 
nor had the CIA notified the FBI or the Mary- 
land State police thal one of its ernployees 
was missing. 

The next afternoon the CIA security of- 
fice called Maxson and made an appoint- 
ment. Portsmouth instructed the chief petty 
officer to allow the CIA to examine and 
remove any classified materials from the 
boat. When CIA security agents searched 
the boat in the presence of two Coast 
Guardsmen, they removed the contents of 
the briefcase to Maxson’s office and went 
through the pages of the as-yet-to-be- 
classified report draft. They inventoried the 
material, called CIA headquarters to report 
their findings, returned it to Maxson, and 
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left for Langley. They took nothing with 
them. 

Maxson ordered the guard taken off the 
boat, hoping that at last the pressure in the 
Paisley case was going to ease up. Max- 
son's people had made a few interesting 
discoveries of their own aboard the boat. 
One of his men, on coming aboard, had 
found a hollow-core, 9mm bullet on the 
cockpit deck of the sloop. In order to 
safeguard it, he put it inside the cabin. 

Maxson, who Is as experienced a wa- 
terman as can be found on the bay, noted 
something else on the boat that he consid- 
ered far more unusual. There was, he said, 
“a suitcase full of radio equipment, includ- 
ing telegraph keys, funny little boxes, and 
other stuff—nothing | had ever seen on any 
boat.” In addition, Maxson saw a rear an- 
tennae mount on the stern of the Brillig and 
found in the cabin a series of short-range, 
interchangeable antennae. Maxson re- 
membered that the CIA had looked at the 
radio equipment but did not seem im- 
pressed. As the days passed, it struck him 
again and again how “much of that stuff 
was on a sailboat.” 

On Saturday morning, five days after the 
Brillig came to the St. Inigoes Coast Guard 
Station, William Norman Wilson and Pais- 
ley’s son, Edward, showed up to take the 
Brillig by sea back to her berth at Lusby. 
The Coast Guardsmen turned the sloop 
over to Wilson. (When questioned about 
this matter by Penthouse, the Portsmouth 


Coast Guard station refused to discuss — 


their actions in connection with the Brillig.) 

On Sunday. morning, October 1, the mys- 
tery of John Arthur Paisley's disappear- 
ance apparently ended with a most grisly 
discovery. A body, bloated, decomposing 
fast, and with a bullet hole behind the left 
ear, rose to the surface of Chesapeake Bay 
fifteen miles to the northeast of the place 
where the Brillig had run aground. 

The Coast Guard fished the T-shirt-and- 
jean-clad body out of the bay and noticed 
that two diving belts had been strapped 
just below the armpits and at the waist. The 
body was full of gas, which allowed it to rise 
to the surface despite the presence of the 
weighted belts. 

The cadaver was turned over to the state 
police, who, in turn, delivered it to Mary- 
land Chief Medical Examiner Dr. Russell 
S. Fisher for “positive identification” and an 
autopsy. For the first time since John Pais- 
ley sailed the Brillig out, the police became 
involved in the investigation of his disap- 
pearance and apparent gunshot death. 

As Fisher began the tests that would 
show that the 9mm hollow-point bullet had 
no exit wound from its path traversing the 
brain, he also learned that there was no 
physical evidence showing that the lethal 
wound was self-inflicted. 

Dr. Fisher was charitable in describing 
what was on his table as a five-foot-eleven- 
inch, well-developed white male. What was 
there was a corpse bloated beyond recog- 
nition, empty of any blood that could be 
typed, with a grotesque tongue sticking out 
of its mouth as if signifying some cruel joke. 

Fisher, who was under pressure to iden- 
tify the body, was forced to rely on what was 
entirely second-hand information. He said 
that under normal circumstances, a visual 
identification by the family could be made. 
But, he told Penthouse, “in this case it was 
out of the question. The face was totally 
distorted, the hair on the head and the 
beard were gone, the gasses in the body 
made him look like a balloon.” Fisher ran 
into another problem: when he tried to 
fingerprint the hands of the cadaver, the 
skin came off. His next step was to ampu- 
tate the hands and send them to the FBI 
Crime Laboratory. The FBI had first told him 
that there were no prints on file for John 
Arthur Paisley. Two days later the bureau 
came up with prints for one “Jack Arthur 
Paisley,” born in Tulsa, Okla. But the prints 
were for a man who was five feet seven 
inches tall, not for the nearly six-foot man on 
Fisher's autopsy table. 

The FBI identified the prints as those vol- 
untarily given by Paisley in Phoenix, Ariz., in 
1940, when he was seventeen years old. 
They said Paisley identified himself as 
being born at 1910 East Harvard Street in 
Tulsa. However, Penthouse has learned 
that there is no such street address. Fish- 
er's problem was to determine whether 
John Paisley grew four inches after his 
seventeenth birthday. According to FBI 
spokesman Tom Harrington, Paisley’s CIA 
prints were not available for identification 
purposes because the FB! destroyed them 
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six years ago in what he said was a 
periodic purging of the files. 

The next means of identification that 
Fisher relied upon was a matching of the 
upper dental plate found in the corpse’s 
mouth with one made for Paisley. The Mary- 
land State Police brought the plate to Dr. 
Albert F Brendes, Paisley's dentist, and he 
“eyeballed” his identification of it. But 
Brendes later told Penthouse that the plate 
“could have belonged to many other 
people.” Brendes enforced the pattern that 
the FBI set with the missing fingerprints: all 
of John Paisley's dental records had re- 
cently been destroyed in what Brendes 
called an “office reorganization.” Other 
problems with Paisley’s identification in- 
clude the fact that, according to his family, 
Paisley had a thirty-four-inch waist and 
weighed 170 pounds; yet the body on 
Fisher's table weighed 144 pounds and 
was wearing clothing with a thirty-inch 
waist. 

Another means of identifying Paisley was 
a wristwatch that had been recovered with 
the body and that the family members said 
was his. But no family member ever saw 
Paisley’s body, and Dr. Fisher never ob- 
tained any first-hand evidence of its iden- 
tification. On October 2 Fisher announced 
that the corpse was, indeed, that of John 
Arthur Paisley. 

The CIA's chief spokesman, Herbert E. 
Hetu, said that Paisley “had retired from the 
agency in 1974 as deputy director of the 


Office of Strategic Research.” This was the 
first in a series of half-truths that the CIA 
would issue in the coverup of who John 
Paisley was and why he died. 

The Maryland State Police immediately 
assigned two investigators to the case. A 
tough country detective, Cpl. John Murphy, 
initially ran the investigation. While Hetu 
was making his bland announcement 
about Paisley's former role with the agency, 
this reporter conducted an exclusive inter- 
view for the Wilmington News Journal with a 
former deputy director of the CIA and 
learned that Paisley was a pioneer in plan- 
ning the U-2 spy plane, the Samos spy 
satellites, and the use and deployment of 
the up-to-the-minute KH-11 spy satellite 
camera system. 

On Tuesday CIA spokesman Dale Peter- 
son, in response to questions, denied that 
Paisley was connected with the satellite 
system and refused to comment when 
asked if Paisley still worked for the CIA at 
the time of his death. These responses, 
however, were challenged by a front-page 
Wilmington News Journal report that Pais- 
ley not only worked with the supersecret 
satellite program but also was still on the 
agency payroll as a $200-a-day CIA con- 
sultant at the time he disappeared. 

The story hit like a firestorm. Within hours 
Delaware's senior Republican senator, Wil- 
liam V. Roth, Jr, called for an investigation 
into the relationship that Paisley’s death 
could have to a possible compromise of the 


“Did you order the pizza with everything?” 


60 PENTHOUSE 


KH-11 satellite system in its use as a verifi- 
cation device for a U.S.-Russian arms 
agreement. Roth told friends that he found 
it ironic that the body of John Paisley 
showed up on the same day that President 
Carter revealed to an American audience 
for the first time that the United States not 
only has spy satellites but also plans to use 
them to enforce possible strategic-arms 
limitation agreements (SALT) with Russia. 

In response to the News Journal articles 
and to Roth's request, both the Select 
Committee on Intelligence and Secretary of 
Defense Harold Brown requested informa- 
tion about what connection John Paisley 
had to the CIA and what he knew about the 
spy satellite program. 

On Friday, October 6, the death of John 
Paisley caused an unprecedented incident 
at the Pentagon. At Brown's request he and 
Turner met to discuss possible security 
damage in the Paisley case. According to 
Penthouse sources, Brown asked Turner 
for the CIA’s written report on the matter 
and for an assessment of damage to 
United States national security. Turner said 
that he had no idea what the damage was. 
Brown was shocked and outraged. 

The 2:00 PM. meeting ended with 
Brown's asking Turner to come back in a 
week with answers. By courier Brown sent 
the report, along with a top-secret cover 
letter, to Sen. Birch Bayh, chairman of the 
Senate Intelligence Committee. 

As the alarm bells went off throughout 
the government, the Senate Select Com- 
mittee on Intelligence was joined in its in- 
vestigation by the FBI and the Defense De- 
partment. Their mutual interest was 
heightened by a growing body of evidence 
indicating that, months prior to Paisley’s 
disappearance, many top-secret papers 
with information about the spy satellite sys- 
tem had been removed from the CIA head- 
quarters at Langley. 

In the autumn of 1978 William Kampiles, 
a twenty-three-year-old CIA watch officer, 
was tried for stealing a satellite manual and 
selling it to the Soviet Union. At this time, the 
CIA security people and the FBI started a 
probe to find out what else might be miss- 
ing from the agency. 

Their suspicions were intensified be- 
cause of the accusations contained in a 
book published last March by Edward Jay 
Epstein, Legend: The Secret World of Lee 
Harvey Oswald. Epstein contended that a 
1964 Soviet defector, Yuri Nosenko, was 
really a Russian agent who had been pro- 
tected by a top-level Soviet agent within the 
CIA. Nosenko, after a long investigation, 
had been certified as a true defector by the 
CIA. Legend was taken especially seri- 
ously because Epstein’s sources for his 
book included former CIA counterintelli- 
gence chief James J. Angleton and a hand- 
ful of other top CIA people who did not 
believe Nosenko’s story. It was said that the 
Angelton group was forced out of the CIA in 
order to protect the Russian mole who, 
some said, might still be hidden among the 
CIA's top officials. 

As the evidence mounted that someone 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 150 


Gathenhends 


BY ART CUMINGS 


“Do you have anything in a smaller check?" 


61 


IDUAT > TIN 
“TALE SUIN 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY ANTONIN KRATOCHVIL 


When they first played this game, they were children 
innocent, prepubescent girls, tying each 
other up and inventing make-believe showdowns 

But as they grew up, their games turned into 

erotic rituals. No one, swore these dimpled daughters of 
Lesbos, could ever fence them in. And 

sometimes, paying sentimental homage, they dress up in 

boots and bandannas and reenact the cream 

of their youthful fantasies 
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Alone on the open range, they 
exult in the ultimate freedom of 
their imagination: whip in delicate 
hand, the dominant lover lashes 
her slave into a dreamy, delirious 
lather. Pain, at the hand of one 
she adores, is more than 
pleasure. Then she slakes her 
thirst for a kiss 


Nipples harden with desire; the 
sun beats down, bathing them 
with glistening perspiration 
Sometimes, as in a dream, they 
bring each other home with the 
barrel of a gun, sometimes with 
the softness of a finger or 
tongue. They know a hundred 
ways to achieve surrender 
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The smell and feel of their musky 
wetness, the desert’s cooling 
breeze, and the sensuous odor of sun-baked 
leather—every element combining to 
bring them pleasure. Standing tall, willowy 
legs apart, the mistress opens 
herself to her lover's ecstatic exploration 
They are women of immeasurable 
variety: humble and devoted to each other, 
proud and defiant of the world 
Their games are like the wishes of children 
arabesques Of infinite grace and variety . . . of 
erotic dreams and adventure. The games 
of long-ago youth . . . played in pantomime. O+—7 


71 


VIOLENCE 


IN SPORTS 


As sports becomes less 

a game and more a business, 

the necessity of winning has resulted 

in over one million young men 

being hurt every season. 
If the sports establishment doesn't stop 

this bloodletting, it will be 

the death of American sports. 


begun, and already the quarterbacks—the men 

every steamroller lineman has his heart set on 
crushing—were being wiped out. Bob Griese of the 
Miami Dolphins was nursing a torn knee ligament. Ken 
Anderson of the Cincinnati Bengals was sidelined with 
a broken hand. And Bert Jones of the Baltimore Colts 
was out with a dislocated shoulder. 

The ‘irst weekend of the regular season resulted in 
thirteen starting players being listed as “out” on the 
official NFL injury report, and sports announcers were 
saying once again that the eventual league champions 
might not necessarily be the most skilled team but 
rather the team that suffered the fewest casualties 

By Super Bowl time, dozens of football players would 
be hurt, some unable to continue their careers, des- 
tined to spend their lives with aching bodies, some- 
times able to hobble to jobs as insurance men or stock- 
brokers only after taking heavy doses of painkillers 

In each of the last five seasons, more than twenty 
college and high-school football players have died in or 
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soon after games or practice, and more than sixty have 
been permanently paralyzed. Doctors estimate that 
more than 840,000 high-school and 63,000 college 
players will have been hurt in the course of the 1978 
football season 

At every level of football, the knee is the part of the 
body that takes the worst beating. Every year 100,000 to 
130,000 knees are damaged, 30,000 to 50,000 of them 
so badly that surgery must be performed 

Football has always been a violent sport. Butin recent 
years it has gotten rougher, leading a bloody trend that 
vas swept up most of the major sports. Nearly every 
jockey team has an “enforcer” or “policeman” whose 
primary assignment is to beat up opposing players who & 
are playing too well or who start throwing punches. In : 
yasketball, which, according to the rules, is a noncon 
act sport, pushing, shoving, punching, bumping, and = 
slapping have become as much a part of the game as 
the national anthem. Players leave the court bruised 
and sometimes bleeding. In baseball pitchers go tor the £ 
Nead with fastballs, and runners smash into second 
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basemen as if they were playing football. 
Increasingly, fans, too, are going wild, rip- 
ping up stadium seats, hurling beer cans 
and bottles and swarming onto the field like 
marauding tribesmen. 

The pressure to win—coming from the 
fans, the front office, the managers and 
coaches—has never been greater and has 
resulted in an “anything goes” attitude. 

Among the more gritty personal tactics of 
professional football are the “clothesline,” 
wherein a lineman catches an onrushing 
player with an extended arm across the 
front of the neck and wrenches him to the 
ground; the “leg whip,” in which a lineman 
turns his back and seems to be spinning 
away from the action, but actually drives 
the back of an outstretched leg into an 
opponent's shins or groin; and the “chop 
block,” which is simply a powerful, full- 
body smash aimed at another player's 
knees—which, as you know, do not natu- 
rally bend backwards. "Or," says Greg But- 
tle, the 229-pound linebacker for the New 
York Jets, “you grab the face mask and pull 
the guy down. It's illegal. All these things 
are illegal. But everybody does it. It’s as 
many times as the referee catches you that 
it's illegal.” 

Intimidation—throwing debilitating fear 
into the other guy—is another effective tac- 
tic of the “anything goes” school. It means 
slamming the other guy and slamming him 
again and again and again and again until 
he begins to flinch or hesitate a split sec- 
ond or maybe even turn away when he sees 
you coming. “Physical intimidation,” says 
Buttle, “is when you go out there and some 
guy's not looking at the play—it's not over, 
and neither of you is really involved—and 
you just pound him. Say you're blitzing, and 
you just pound the quarterback. You hit him 
so hard he says, ‘Oh, my God, what hit me?’ 
The next time the quarterback goes back 
he's gonna think, ‘What's gonna happen 
this time?’ Or you go out and hit the running 
back. He comes around a corner, and you 
nail him. You hit him so hard you both see 
stars. The next time he lines up, he looks to 
see where you are,” 

Sometimes it takes a fist in the ribs, an 
overhand smash, or a forearm “club" to get 
the message across. In basketball flying 
elbows are the heavy artillery. They can 
break a nose or rip open a cheek. “It's sort 
of a natural thing,” says Jim McMillian, a 
forward with the Portland Trailblazers. "A 
big man gets a rebound with players on his 
back and all around, and he sort of swings 
his elbows. A lot of times it's not to hit but to 
intimidate. If you see a big man coming 
down with his elbows swinging, you're 
going to back off,” 

American football and basketball offi- 
cials have attempted to curtail the violence 
with rule changes, admonishments, and, in 
basketball, heavy fines for offenders. But 
some members of the hockey establish- 
ment actually condone the violence in their 
arenas. Last season a minor-league Cana- 
dian player was suspended from his 
league for life after punching several op- 
posing players, hitting with his hockey stick 
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and leaving one of his victims with a broken 
nose and a concussion. Practically before 
he could clean out his locker he was hired 
to play for the Cincinnati Stingers of the 
World Hockey Association, one of the two 
major leagues in the United States. Only 
one other hockey player had been sus- 
pended for life. He was a Canadian, too— 
and not long afterward he was given a job 
as a referee. 

Parents often use professional athletes 
as role models for their children, not realiz- 
ing how far a young player will go to emu- 
late his sports hero. Sayers (“Bud”) Miller, 
the basketball trainer and coordinator of 
athletic training at Pennsylvania State Uni- 
versity, says that the younger boys “ape or 
copy” not only the violent tactics but also 
some of the corner-cutting practices that, 
though they may improve performance, 
also reduce safety margins. For instance, 
he says, when Billy Kilmer played without a 
chin strap on his helmet, you saw the same 
thing on high-school and college fields. 
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In each of the 
last five Seasons, more than 
twenty college and 
high-school football players 
have died in or soon 
after games or practice. 
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Many young players, Miller says, have 
noticed that some pros often don’t wear hip 
pads, figuring they'll be able to run faster. 
Of course, he says, the younger fellows try 
this, too, “You can fracture a hip bone that 
way,” he says, “or get a very disabling con- 
tusion called a hip pointer.” 

There are many more high-school and 
college athletes than pros. In football alone 
there are more than a million high-school 
players and about 70,000 college players, 
compared with 1,200 to 1,300 professional 
players. High-school athletes suffer the 
greatest number of injuries because there 
are so many of them, their bodies are still 
growing, and they are not so well con- 
ditioned as the older players 

“There are probably more injuries any 
Friday night in high-school football games 
than there are in the entire professional 
season,” says Dr. James Garrick, a 
sports-medicine specialist from Phoenix, 
Ariz., who worked with the teams at the 
University of Washington for many years. 
“The frequency of injury at the high-school 
level—if you define an injury as something 
that happens to a player requiring him to be 
pulled out of practice or a game and miss a 
subsequent game or practice—is about 
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eighty per 100 participants. Two-thirds of 
those injured players are going to be back 
playing within a week. The other third is 
going to require more than a week to re- 
cover.” 

But these casualties, coming in hamlets 
and villages and the great cities of the na- 
tion, seldom attract much attention. A 
death or a paralyzing injury may startle a 
community, but it may not even be reported 
in another section of the country; nothing 
like the flurry of newspaper and magazine 
articles that followed the incident in which 
Darryl Stingley, the twenty-six-year-old 
wide receiver of the New England Patriots, 
was paralyzed from the shoulders down 
after he had missed a pass in a preseason 
game and was hit in midair—on a legal 
play —by defensive back Jack Tatum of the 
Oakland Raiders. 

Some coaches and football executives 
will tell you that football is not really all that 
violent. They talk about playing “good, 
hard, tough” football. “They don't go out 
there to be brutal,” Coach Walt Michaels of 
the New York Jets told me one afternoon, 
speaking of college players. “They go out 
there to get an education. | say, ‘Without the 
game of football, where would a lot of 
people be?’ Do you know how many people 
go to college on scholarships?" 

But listen to Greg Buttle, the Jets’ power- 
ful linebacker. He talks the way he plays. No 
punches pulled, “The game's all violence,” 
he says. “If you don't like it, you can get 
out.” At the Jets’ training camp on Long 
Island one afternoon, Buttle paused by the 
barbells and the spring-loaded muscle- 
building machines, turned to Coach 
Michaels, and gestured toward me. “Tell 
him what happens if you go out there and 
you don't hit," Buttle said. There was no 
response; so Buttle answered himself: “You 
don't go out and hit, and you're out of here.” 

In the pro games they hit so hard you can 
hear the smack of the helmets and shoul- 
der pads far off in those skyline seats, from 
which the players look like ants. They don't 
want to kill or maim, the players say. But as 
Mike Hennigan, a 215-pound Jets line- 
backer with a deceptively gentle manner 
off the field, puts it, “You'd like to have him 
out of that game." 

Pat Ryan, who isa rookie quarterback for 
the Jets and graduated from the University 
of Tennessee last June, is just getting a feel 
for professional football. But he says that 
over the last five years he’s watched col- 
lege football get “more intense, more 
rough. 

“The coaches are getting much more 
pressure to win, It's justa business. They've 
got million-dollar programs. The alumni 
want to win. They put pressure on the 
coach, and he in turn puts pressure on the 
player. They just coach to win at any cost." 
Ryan was injured twice in college. “The first 
was legitimate,” he says. “The second one 
was a cheap shot. | got tackled out of 
bounds and was lying under a pile. A guy 
just comes up and stomps my hand and 
breaks it. He was on the sidelines—he 
wasn't even in the game. 


“Lam vitally interested in the future, because | am going to spend the rest of my life there.” 


“THERE IS A UNIVERSAL ARCHITECTURE OF 
INFINITE ELEGANCE AND LOGIC FROM 
WHICH ALL THINGS—ANIMATE AND 
INANIMATE—SEEM TO DERIVE’ 


Its astonishing fo think that the science fic- 
tion of your childhood is the science fact of 
today. Through the pages of OMNI, you will 
probe the unfolding wonders of tomor- 
rows world...and behold a breathtaking 
vision of the future. You'll discover 


WHERE LIFE BEGAN—According to cos: 
mologist Fred Hoyle, life may not have 
originated on this or any other planet but in 
the vast dust clouds of interstellar space 
Tnen how did we get here?—By comet, of 
course. 


THE FIRST STARSHIP—After 10,000 man 
hours of study, the British Interplanetary So- 
ciety has completed Project Daedalus, a 
design plan for the first starship. Daedalus is 
a nuclearpowered probe that could be 
built early next century and then begin its 
50-year journey to the mysterious planets 
orbiting Barnard’ Star. 


VISIONARY ARCHITECTURE—Underwater 
habitats, houses that change their size, 
shape, and color like living organisms, 
even buildings towering over 100 miles in 
the sky—these and more are the subject 
of OMNis in-depth look at the architecture 
of the future. 


FUTURE FOODS—Tired of “Big Macs”? By the 
year 2000 you may be feasting on cot- 


So Visually Stunning ... 
So Intellectually Exciting .. 
So Extraordinary an Experience ... 
You Must See It For Yourselfl 
You Are Invited to 


SUBSCRIBE 
NOW 
UNDER THIS 
SPECIAL 
CHARTER OFFER! 


OMNI Subscription Department 
PO Box 908 
Farmingdale, NY 1737 


YES! Enclosed |s $18 for a one-year (12 issues} introductory subscription 10 OMNI at the special 
a savings of $6 under what others will pay at the newsstand at $2 an issue. If | 
should ever become dissatisfied, | may write and receive a prompt and full cash refund on 


Charter Rate 


all undelivered issues, 


—Charles F. Kettering 


tonburgers, sauteed mealworms, Lake 
Chad Algae and Winged Bean Soup. And 
if one theory is correct, by 2050 you may 
not have to eat at all 


THE FUTURE OF ANIMALS—While many 
scientists are now looking at man as an 
endangered species, a number of other 
animals are thriving. The coyote, the cock 
roach, the beaver, and the baboon, it 
seems, may flourish long after we are 
gone : 


Plus...exclusive interviews with Thor Heyer 
dahl, EO. Wilson, Ted Taylor, and other vi 


sionary thinkers Biology UFOs 
Oceanography Genetic Engineering 
Fusion Solar Power The Future 


YOUR FUTURE! 


Address 


(Please Print) 


City = 


Zip/Postal Code 


! 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| Mr/Ms 
| 
| 
| 
| 
; Payment Must Accompany Order 


“| don't think there's much difference be- 
tween college and the pros,” the six-foot- 
three-inch, 205-pound quarterback says. 
“It's just that the pros have got bigger, 
stronger people. That's why they talk about 
violence in the pros." 

Ryan was sitting in his undershorts in the 
Jets’ locker room after an afternoon prac- 
tice. On a stool nearby, Jerome Barkum, a 
twenty-eight-year-old tight end who's been 
a professional player for eight years, dis- 
agreed. Barkum figures college football is 
rougher than the pros. 

“When | played at Jackson State,” he 
said, “| got teeth knocked out when the play 
was dead. Even in practice | got teeth 
knocked out. Here, if a guy got a chance to 
tear up a guy, | don't think he would. In 
college it was all-out, each and every week: 
dog eat dog. | think that when you're mak- 
ing a living, guys tend to be more consid- 
erate. In college there are more players on 
the roster. Young guys don’t tend to know or 
care that they can hit a guy and put him out 
for life. But I'm not saying professional ball 
isn't rough, by any stretch of the imagina- 
tion." 

Barkum said that when Joe Namath was 
playing quarterback for the Jets on aching, 
battered knees that barely supported him, 
opposing tacklers would “wrap him up and 
lay him down where it wouldn't hurt him. | 
think in college they would have said, ‘Hey, 
he's a great player. Let's get him out of the 
game.’ That's the way it is in college.” 

One of the main subjects of controversy 
in football these days is the helmet. It is 
more than three pounds of hard, smooth 
fiberglass and internal shock absorbers. 
And it is almost too good. “We don't see 
many head injuries these days,” says Dr. 
Garrick. What has happened, however, is 
that the helmet has become a weapon, a 
battering ram. In the great majority of pro- 
fessional tackles and blocks, the initial con- 
tact is made with the helmet or the plastic- 
coated steel face mask affixed to the front 
of the helmet. This technique, nearly uni- 
versal in college also, is called “butt- 
blocking” and “butt-tackling"—as in billy- 
goat butting. 

In a five-year study of college football 
injuries, Dr. Carl S. Blyth of the University of 
North Carolina found that 29 percent of the 
most serious injuries—brain and spinal 
cord damage. broken ribs. ruptured 
spleens, and bruised kidneys—were 
caused by blows inflicted by the bowling- 
ball-like helmets. Moreover, those who get 
hurt by the helmet are not only players 
being blocked or tackled. All too often it is 
the helmet wearer himself. Nothing hap- 
pens to his well-cushioned head, but some- 
times the helmet is snapped backward— 
by aknee, say, or by ahand entangled ina 
face mask—and the rear edge crashes 
into the top of the spine with the force of a 
karate chop. This has resulted in some 
cases in fatal or crippling neck injuries. 

A few years ago the rules were changed 
in high-school and college football, making 
it illegal to begin a block or a tackle with a 
lunge of the helmet. In pro football there 
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have been no changes regarding butt-tack- 
ling and butt-blocking, and the coaches 
and players | talked with said they thought 
none should be made. “It would be impos- 
sible,” said Greg Buttle. “It's the only way | 
can think of tackling somebody. You get a 
fullback like Csonka and try to arm-tackle 
him—you're not gonna make it. If you try to 
slide your head around and hit him with 
your shoulder, you're just going to cause 
more neck injuries.” 

“It's just what everybody's taught,” 
added Mike Hennigan, the other Jets line- 
backer. “First, hit with your head. You're 
taught to stick your head in there in all the 
drills, right from junior high or high school. 
Anytime you hit a tackling dummy, you hit it 
with your head.” 

Before the start of the 1977 season, Pete 
Rozelle, the professional football commis- 
sioner, informed the football club presi- 
dents that he was sick of the “unnecessary 
violence” he was seeing and warned that 
serious discipline, including “multi-game 


” 


To compete successfully 
these days, many 
athletes feel they 

have to work themselves 

into a rage before game time. 
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suspensions,” was in the offing. “Flagrant 
personal fouls are clearly outside the rules 
and are calculated either to disable oppos- 
ing players or to ‘intimidate’ them into less 
effective performance,” he said (in a 
statement obtained, without the commis- 
sioner’s approval, by the Washington 
Post). “They often entail an entirely unrea- 
sonable risk of unnecessary injury to op- 
posing players and potentially unfortunate 
consequences to the victim's teammates 
and coaches as well. They do not belong in 
professional football and will not be toler- 
ated by this office. If there is to be ‘intimida- 
tion’ on the playing field, it must result from 
superior performance within the rules—not 
from calculated or unbridled violence. 

‘Accordingly, all players, coaches, and 
clubs are reminded that unnecessary vio- 
lence outside the rules of the game will be 
cause of serious league discipline, up to 
and including multi-game suspension, 
whether or not it is detected by game offi- 
cials.” 

It was tough talk. But more than a year 
and a half later no one has been given a 
“multi-game suspension,” and there has 
been no apparent change in the level of 
violence. 


On the night of September 26, 1978, the 
Philadelphia Flyers met the New York Ran- 
gers in Madison Square Garden for a pre- 
season exhibition hockey game. With less 
than five minutes remaining in the first 
period, the Rangers’ Nick Fotiu and the 
Flyers’ Jim Cunningham began pummeling 
each other at center ice. They were sepa- 
rated by the linesmen and taken to the 
penalty boxes, but in the meantime, 
perhaps bored by the delay in play, two 
other opposing players began trading 
punches. Suddenly, the entire Ranger 
bench poured onto the ice, immediately 
countered by all the Flyers. Gloves and 
sticks dropped, the players squared off, 
and what resulted was a twenty-five-minute 
brawl that ended only when referee Bob 
Myers ordered both teams back to their 
locker rooms. Five Rangers and seven 
Flyers were given “game misconducts,” 
and three days later the National Hockey 
League announced that automatic fines to- 
taling $5,200 had been assessed against 
both teams. 

Still, no one makes any bones about vio- 
lence in hockey. Clarence S. Campbell, 
former president of the NHL, said it was in 
the very nature of the game. “Without vio- 
lence,” he said, “there would be no such 
thing as hockey." Not long ago John Zieg- 
ler, Mr. Campbell's successor as president 
of the league, declared, “I do not find it 
unacceptable when two men, in a frustrat- 
ed state, decide to drop their sticks and 
gloves and take swings at each other.” 
When Conn Smythe was the owner of the 
Toronto Maple Leafs, he used to tell his 
players, “If you can't beat ‘em in the alley, 
you can't beat ‘em on the ice." 

You might think someone would rebel 
against a floating barroom brawl that poses 
as a sporting event. But no: hockey players 
take it as a badge of courage when they've 
been in enough fights to have accumulated 
more than 100 surgical stiches. 

The fans, meanwhile, can't seem to get 
enough of the gore. 

“I worry about hockey,” James A. Mich- 
ener says in his book Sports in America. “In 
the United States, | rarely hear a word about 
it, but in Canada, where they have known 
the game longer, there is fear that it may 
already have been so contaminated by vio- 
lence that it is doomed. The fighting is 
largely fake and not required in the move- 
ment of the game. It is a cheap hype to 
attract American customers, and if it is con- 
tinued, it will kill hockey, because opinion- 
makers will start to ridicule it. The custo- 
dians of the game will have done to it what 
earlier custodians did to wrestling and 
roller skating and boxing: made it a thing of 
scorn.” 

What I've been able to learn about hock- 
ey tells me that Michener is wrong in one 
respect: the fighting is not fake. The most 
recent available statistics show 25,000 fa- 
cial injuries for a single year in amateur 
hockey in the United States and, according 
to The Physician and Sportsmedicine 
magazine, “an alarming increase” in per- 
manent eye damage. In professional hock- 
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ANYONE 
CAN BE BEAUTIFUL 


But only a chosen few are truly grotesque. 
HUMOR BY CRAIG S. KARPEL 


I'd been on the tail of the clique that put Jimmy Carter in the 
White House for months when | got an urgent call from 
Penthouse to investigate a New Jersey model agency. 

It seems the magazine's legal department had gotten a 
letter from an outfit called Homely House, Ltd. Enclosed 
were pictures of some of the most uncomely naked men 
and women ever to spread-eagle themselves before a 
photographic camera in their birthday suits. Breasts 
shaped like deflated football bladders with nipples the size 
of 45 rp.m. records dangling below the waist, paunches 
obscuring genitalia, overbites, underbites, knock knees, 
pigeon toes, round shoulders, chicken chests, varicose 
thighs, elephantiasic ankles, walleyes, rotten teeth, nose 
skin like road maps of rural Ohio, and pores you could pilot 
a supertanker through. The printable portion of the leader 
read, 

“Gentlepersons: 

“Undoubtedly you have seen our television commercials 
featuring real or ordinary—i.e., ugly—people. Your maga- 
zine, however, persists as an enclave of beauty fetishism. 
We hereby demand that you give proportional representa- 
tion in your publication to ugly persons, photographs of 
whom please find herewith. Your exclusive use of estheti- 
cally appealing subjects for your pictorials is discrimina- 
tory against the vast preponderance of Americans—the 
ugly majority who range in appearance from plain to down- 
right repulsive. We insist that you rectify this situation by 
featuring ugly persons in at least 90 percent of your nude 
pictorials. If you do not comply with this demand forthwith, 
we will be compelled to institute a class action lawsuit on 
behalf of ourselves and all unpleasant-looking persons 
similarly situated, whose civil rights are being violated by 
your preoccupation with physical beauty. 

“Very truly yours, 

“Brutto Z. Hasslich 

“President 

“Homely House, Ltd.” 

The address on Homely House's stationery was that of a 
tire-recapping plant with a panoramic view of the soot-en- 
crusted main span of the Pulaski Skyway in the Jersey 
Meadows, epicenter of the industrial stink that says “Wel- 
come to the New York, N. Y., Standard Metropolitan Statisti- 
cal Area” to bus passengers arriving from the West. In the 
midst of this cloaca of the Eastern Seaboard, the perfume 
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of burning truck tires actually provided some relief from the 
prevailing odor of superannuated police horses being 
boiled into contact cement. 

The agency's office turned out to be located in the back 
half of the factory. | noted that in addition to the legend 
“Homely House, Ltd.—applicants kindly slip your glossies 
and résumés under the door,” there were plaques by the 
doorway reading “Miss Ugly America Pageant, Inc.” and 
“Margaret Hamilton Fan Club.” 

| entered and made my way through a waiting room filled 
with what appeared to be Homely House models—over- 
weight women with one eyebrow, underweight men with 
terminal acne—and was ushered by a cross-eyed, sunk- 
en-chested receptionist into the office of the president. It 
smelled like a cross between a vocational high-school 
locker room and the drunk tank of the city jail in Stockton, 
Calif, on a Friday night. The floor was covered with kitty 
litter. The walls were decorated with travel posters for Ak- 
ron, Ohio, and Nogales, Mexico. The light came from a 
single naked light bulb, under which sat the ugliest man | 
had ever seen. He weighed over 300 pounds, wore a 
stained black Orlon knit shirt covered with pills, and had a 
face that looked like a used prophylactic filled to the burst- 
ing point with swamp water. 

“Your suit,” said Brutto Z. Hasslich. His voice sounded as 
if an ignition key had been turned by mistake after the 
engine is running. His tongue looked like a used fly strip. 

“My suit?” | said. 

“Why do you have to wear a suit like that?” he said. 

“What's wrong with my suit?” | said. 

“Norman of Savile Row, the finest custom tailor in Lon- 
don,” he said. “I can tell. | Know your kind. There's nothing 
wrong with your suit. It's perfect.” 

“Than what's the problem?” | said. 

“That's the problem. Your neurotic need to be well 
dressed. You look like a typical Uomo Vogue mirror-mirror 
boy. Why can't you be satisfied to be your own unattractive 
self? They make you dress like that if you want to do 
investigative journalism for Penthouse? Goddamn bunch 
of beauty chauvinists. You ought to sue them. We could 
help you. Right now our legal defense fund is suing the 
buns off the Grinspoon, lowa, Central Schoo! District for 
using a textbook in their high school that has poems in 
itfrom EdnarSt. Vincent Millay's A Few Figs From Thistles: 


Safe upon the solid rock the ugly houses 
stand: 
Come and see my shining palace built 
upon the sand. 


“You see what they're filling our children's 
minds with? Ugly equals bad. Ugly equals 
inferior. We're suing another school system 
in Oregon where they force the kids to sing 
America the Beautiful’ in the morning. 
America the beautiful? What about Gary, 
Ind.? What about Opa-Locka, Fla.? What 
about Bridgeport, Conn.? What about the 
strip-mined hills of Kentucky? What about 
the salt flats of Nevada? What about 
America the ugly? The whole thing's a plot 
to build up land values in pretty states.” 

! asked Hasslich if lawsuits of this sort 
were not an odd activity for a model 
agency. 

“The model thing is just a fund-raising 
mechanism for the organization I’m the 
executive director of—the National Asso- 
ciation for the Advancement of Ugly 
People. Our membership consists of the 
physically unattractive who are functioning 
as useful citizens in all walks of life. We 
function as a clearinghouse to get them 
work in ads, commercials, and movies. For 
instance, we supplied all the Nazi extras for 
NBC's 'The Holocaust.’ You think it's easy to 
find 500 unpleasant-looking actors on 
short notice? Acting is probably the profes- 
sion with the worst record of discrimination 
against ugly Americans.” 

“That's ridiculous," | said. “Look at Walter 
Matthau.” 

“You look at him,” Hasslich croaked. 
“Ever seen him in the flesh? Well, | have. In 
real life he's slim, suntanned, and immacu- 
lately tailored. He's been exploiting ugli- 
ness for years. Walter Matthau is to the 
ugly-rights movement what Sidney Poitier 
was to the civil-rights movement—every 
liberal's safe ugly American. If he's an ugly 
actor, I'm Robert Redford. We call him Wal- 
ter Mask-thau.” 

“But what about somebody like Dustin 
Hoffman,” | offered, “Pretty he's not.” 

“When Hoffman first came along in The 
Graduate, we supported him as the van- 
guard of a new generation of uncute ac- 
tors,” Hasslich said. “Could you have imag- 
ined the young Cary Grant in ‘The Gradu- 
ate?’ Tyrone Power? We thought it was 
about time a short guy with a big nose, 
rabbit teeth, and watery little eyes had a 
shot at stardom. But over the last decade, 
Hollywood has twisted things around to 
where Hoffman is actually considered 
handsome. Dustin Hoffman has been co- 
opted. 

“It's the same thing that happened to 
Streisand,” Hasslich continued. “When she 
first became popular, people used to say, 
‘She's ugly, but she sure sings good.’ But 
then look what happened: gradually, 
people started thinking she wasn't so bad- 
looking after all... average ... better than 
average ... attractive ... beautiful. Now 
everybody thinks she's positively a para- 
gon of pulchritude. And she went along 
with it! Closets full of designer clothes! 
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Primping in her reflection in the camera 
lens! There's a girl who's completely forgot- 
ten her roots. 

“Whatever happened to the great ugly 
movie stars of the past?” he ranted on, 
pounding the desk. ‘Actors and actresses 
who gloried in their ugliness. Fatty Ar- 
buckle! Wallace Beery! Marjorie Main! 
What about today? Woody Allen, you say? 
Sure, today he's a plug-ugly little runt. But 
already it's beginning—women are start- 
ing to think he’s cute. | tell you, five years 
from now, high-school girls will be locking 
the bedroom door and diddling themselves 
over pictures of Woody Allen with his shirt 
off. 

“Look at Liza Minnelli. Started out in The 
Sterile Cuckoo. In ten years she’s gone 
from lonely Pookie with the receding chin 
line to Lucky Lady, soaped up by Burt 
Reynolds and Gene Hackman in a giant 
bathtub! You never would have found Mar- 
jorie Main in a big bathtub with Clark Gable 
and Spencer Tracy—! can tell you that 


* 


Beauty is 
only skin deep, 
but ugliness 
goes all the way 
through. 
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much.” 

“What about television?” | said. “Many 
uglies have been getting a lot of work in 
commercials, wincing with the pain of ten- 
sion headache and preferring instant stuff- 
ing to mashed potatoes, no?" 

“Television's a little uglier than the mov- 
ies," Hasslich said. “You've got Laverne 
and Shirley being welcomed into people's 
living rooms. Quincy is not exactly Gregory 
Peck. Lou Grant is not precisely Errol Flynn. 
Kojak is still hanging in there with the cue- 
ball hairdo and the fat, juicy mole on the 
cheek. But it’s an uphill battle. Cloris 
Leachman got canned—| mean, even her 
name was ugly. They just dinged Don Rick- 
les. It's a pretty picture. 

“There is a task force called Action for 
Ugly Television, or AUT. Other citizen's 
groups have been able to bring pressure to 
bear to control the problem of violence on 
television, the problem of sex on televi- 
sion—but what about beauty on television? 
We have evidence from studies at major 
universities that indiscriminate loveliness 
on television can bring on attacks of Hans 
Christian Andersen syndrome in young 
children.” 

“What is the Hans Christian Andersen 


syndrome?” | asked. 

“You never read that little piece of Danish 
estheticist propaganda?” said Hasslich. 

“That which?" 

“The Ugly Duckling,’ shouted Hasslich. 
“Imagine, the deviousness of using a 
seemingly innocuous children's story to 
subvert kids’ minds with the delusion that if 
they're born ugly, they're going to grow up 
beautiful. Don't you think it's cruel to raise 
ugly children’s hopes like that? We owe it to 
our kids to let them know the truth: ugly 
ducklings don't turn into swans; they turn 
into ugly ducks. And so do a lot of swans, 
for that matter. Look at Howard Hughes: 
born handsome, died ugly. But what does 
television tell them? Everybody out there is 
Jaclyn Smith and John Travolta except you, 
kid. It's a swan’s world. There have been 
instances in which excessive beauty on 
television has given kids such a bad case 
of Hans Christian Andersen syndrome that 
they run out and get nose jobs and breast 
lifts from coat hanger operators who don't 
even wash their hands! A lovely situation! 

“But AUT's work is bearing fruit. Cute- 
sy-puss Sally Struthers left All in the Family,’ 
though Rob Reiner was a real loss to our 
movement. Same thing with ‘Police 
Woman.’ Angie Dickinson was axed, but it 
cost us what's-his-face, the cop with a di- 
saster area for a nose. Perhaps the greatest 
victory so far has been getting that 
homecoming queen of a Farrah Fawcett- 
Majors off the tube—but then they came 
back with Cheryl Ladd. Did you see the 
Chery! Ladd poster-burning on Walter 
Cronkite? We have an ugliness squad fol- 
lowing Cassie Macking around. Every time 
she does a lead-in to a news story, you're 
going to see ten of the most physically re- 
pulsive women in America standing behind 
her, holding a silent vigil. The nerve of them, 
trying to bring beauty into the news! We 
Say, if they've got to have talking heads with 
high cheekbones, at least save it for the 
eleven o'clock news, when children are in 
bed.” 

“Where do you stand politically?” | 
asked. 

“On the international side," said 
Hasslich, “we've formed an organization 
called the Council on Ugly Relations. The 
CUR fought the World Health Organiza- 
tion's campaign to eradicate smallpox. If 
an ugly person got smallpox, so what? The 
pockmarks just made him a little bit uglier. 
But if a beautiful person got it, it made him 
ugly—one of us. Historically, smallpox has 
always eaten away at the edge that the 
physically attractive have over the physi- 
cally unattractive. So we felt that the WHO 
plan would benefit the good-looking while 
interfering with our recruiting efforts among 
the ugly masses in Third World countries. 
Unfortunately, the beautiful minority won 
that round.There hasn't been a single case 
of the disease reported anywhere in the 
world in months. Yes, they're using germ 
warfare against the ugly, but the nations of 
the world are silent. 

“But we don't give up. We just picketed 
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Adapted from The Time Trip, a novel by Rob Swigart, soon to be published by Houghton Mifflin 


THE 
DOMINO 
THEORY 

OF THE 

SELF 


A. Spencer Sparling 
(his license plate reads ASS) 
and his blonde 
assistant, Snow, had made a 
fortune in the trendy 
self market with a training 
program called SUM. 
They hope to score even 
bigger with MOM 
(Multiple Orgasms for Men). 


Il right, buttbrains.” 
A. Spencer Sparling 
paused; he was a glare, a 


sneer, a bottle of rancid ketchup 
crusted around the cap when he 
snarled from his dais. 

This was his public persona. In pri- 
vate he was mean, petty, and short. 
Very short. Not that it bothered him; 
nothing bothered him any more. A 
Spencer Sparling was a success. 

He paced the dais. Spread before 
his feet, stretched face down on the 
rough, durable Holiday Inn carpeting 
of the Redwood Room was this 
weekend's crop of trainees. Seventy- 
five of them, noses ground into the 
synthetic fiber. 

This morning the room was drafty, 
and his invectives acquired a “a butt- 
brain” echo from the far wall’s plaster, 
an acoustic tide that washed back and 
forth over those inert forms. Spence let 
itwash, and scanned for any deviation 
from his instruction to lie absolutely 
still, face down, eyes closed. Not a 
muscle twitched. 

He was also doing sums in his head. 
Every weekend he did these sums with 
great satisfaction. Seventy-five times 
$375: almost $30,000. Not bad 

Doing sums, he thought. Ha-ha. 

Sparling Unified Meditation was 
what these trainees were undergoing: 
SUM. It was known as “doing SUM,” 
and it was, oh, good. Good for the 
trainees. Excellent for A. Spencer 
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Sparling. It was even good for A. Spencer 
Sparling's assistant, Snow, who stood 
gracefully to one side. She was well over six 
feet tall and had the brightest, whitest, 
cleanest blonde hair anyone in the room 
had ever seen. 

An unfortunate contrast, perhaps, when 
she was stacked up against Sparling's ex- 
treme shortness, though he didn't really 
think so. After all, he was wearing his two- 
tone morocco leather suit, his six-inch 
suede platform shoes of a deep blood red, 
and a crimson formal shirt with a neatly 
knotted aquamarine tie. Snow could not 
compete, not really. 

‘All right, buttbrains,” Spence repeated, 
his sums completed. “My assistant, Snow, 
is going to walk through the room. From 
time to time she will kick one of you. If there 
is any sign of flinching or other evidence 
that you know what is going to happen, we 
will Know you are cheating and you will be 
thrown out. Without a refund. Right, Snow?” 

“Oh, yes, Spence,” she breathed. Her 
voice was a redolent whisper of off-shore 
Pago Pago breeze, an aromatic lullabye of 
adoration. Had they been standing closer 
together, it might have ruffled the exquis- 
itely cropped hairs that waved on top of his 
shapely, autocratic head. Snow was a 
Graduate. 

“Okay, Snow honey, you go on and walk 
among these buttbrains. If any one of them 
so much as twitches, you just sing out and 
the proctors will throw the scum right out of 
this room. We have neither time nor place 
for vermin who cannot follow instructions 
when it’s for their own good.” Spencer's 
voice was even, smooth, reasonable, infi- 
nitely persuasive. Yet more than one per- 
son, face in the carpet, wondered what the 
hell he was doing here, though such 
thoughts soon evaporated before Spar- 
ling's soothing voice. They would buy any- 
thing from A. Spencer Sparling. 

Spence had a lot to sell, no doubt about 
that. One of his sidelines was a brisk traffic 
in gurus: he organized public and private 
audiences with various members of his 
stable. He had already signed up for tours 
of the United States—besides the usual 
complement of Indian mystics and spiritual 
luminaries—three Chinese (Taoists and 
necromancers), twelve Japanese (mostly 
Zen, though a few were animists of one 
sort or another), a Korean (specialist in 
swordplay, very spiritual), two Tibetans 
(Tantric sex experts, demonstrations very 
private), a well-known Sufi with a speech 
impediment, an illiterate Lithuanian peas- 
ant with blue-light visions, and several 
South Americans with high-altitude drug 
habits. And he was about to add a filthy 
Turkish idiot, who smiled and drooled and 
was to prove one of his most successful 
ventures. Pilgrims granted an audience 
would come away shaking their heads and 
saying softly to themselves, over and over, 
“| get it. | get it.” After they've paid $300 for 
the privilege of facing that slobbery grin, 
they ought to get it, Spencer told Snow. 
Whatever “it” was. Spencer's “it” was 75 
percent, the remainder going into a trust for 
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the Turk's vast, extended, and toothless 
family. 

Spencer really knew how to make a 
profit. The reason was simple: he was an 
avid reader of Psychology Today and other 
journals of what he called the “trendy Self 
market." So he always knew what was 
coming. 

Itwas as a result of his careful research in 
this field that technology was on the brink of 
funneling enormous funds into the SUM 
empire's coffers through the medium of 
MOM, or Multiple Orgasms for Men. MOM 
was the very vanguard of growth and self- 
improvement, the frontier of Truth and uni- 
sex equality (if women can have them, why 
not men?). It was the Cutting Edge, as he 
called it, the blade of the plow that turned 
the fertile soil of money into Spencer's 
cupped hands. 

“| think of myself as a farmer,” he told 
Snow. “Tilling, planting, and reaping. Espe- 
cially reaping.” 

All morning he had been tilling and plant- 
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In private he 
was mean, petty, and short. 
Very short. Not that 
it bothered him; 
nothing bothered him 
anymore. A. Spencer 
Sparling was a success. 
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ing; since all the trainees had paid in ad- 
vance, with no possibility of refunds, he 
was actually doing his springtime chores 
after the harvest, so to speak. The harvest 
required frequent trips out of the room to 
phone his broker, his lawyers, his accoun- 
tants. Spencer had responsibilities. 

The tilling and planting, however, were 
really preparation of the soil for next year’s 
crops, as there were future courses for 
these trainees. The process included 
generous doses of humiliation, fertilized 
with frequent shouts of “| am a flaming ass- 
hole! | am a snot-filled buttbrain!” by the 
seventy-five uncomfortable figures on the 
floor, singly and in chorus. 

In return for all this they would get, if 
anything, a better attitude toward life, 
greater peace of mind, a coming to terms 
with inadequacies, and a sense of respon- 
sibility for actions—learning that you got 
what you wanted, always, no matter how 
awful it was, and not taking any shit from 
anyone. 

Of course, they were all taking a lot of shit 
from A. Spencer Sparling right now, but that 
was in the nature of fertilizer, as it were. 
Spencer, in his two-tone leathers and six- 
inch platforms, was dishing it out by the 


forkful, spreading it over the group, which 
was lying as still and receptive as seeds. 

Just then a movement caught his eye, a 
furtive motion far back in the room. Some- 
one was crawling toward the door! 

“Where are you going, buttbrain?” 
Spencer shrieked. The furtive movement 
halted. 

“Uh, | gotta go to the bathroom,” a timid 
voice offered. 

“I! gotta go to the bathroom,” Spencer 
mimicked nastily. “Lie down, buttbrain!" he 
thundered. “I'll tell you when you can get 
up, sit down, speak, or pee. I'll tell you when 
you can eat, I'll tell you when you can blow 
your nose, I'll tell you when you can fucking 
breathe. So get it straight, buttbrain. In here 
| am your God. | watch everything you do, 
buttbrain, and if you get out of line one inch, 
you're out. Understand, buttbrain? Out!" 

“But sis” 

“Throw that fucker out!" Spencer 
screamed, his larynx purpled with rage, all 
smoothness, evenness, reasonableness 
gone. The fucker's face hit the floor, qui- 
vered once, and was still. Shock seemed to 
spread a layer of thin blue haze inches from 
the floor, where it congealed. 

‘All right,” Spencer said. “He can stay. 
But the next asshole buttbrain fucker who 
tries something like that goes. Okay, Snow 
baby.” 

Silence parked in the room like a tanker 
full of dirty brake fluid. Not even the sound 
of breathing could be heard. No one 
wanted to be out. No one wanted to be 
rejected by A. Spencer Sparling, who was 
God. Especially not without a refund. 

As Snow—whisper-soft and glider- 
smooth in her floor-length djellaba, only the 
very tippy toes of her brown hiking boots 
nosing from the hem, in and out, as she 
walked—descended the stairs to move 
among the bodies, Spencer drifted into 
fantasy. MOM, in golden letters a thousand 
miles high, pulsed softly in his brain. The 
Redwood Room faded, faded, was gone. 
A. Spencer Sparling was being interviewed 
by Walter Cronkite, he was receiving the 
Nobel Prize for ... for what? Medicine? 
Economics? No... 

Peace. 

He had brought peace to the world; ag- 
gressions were gone, lulled by MOM, 
rocked in the tender MOM embrace, lulled 
and spent. An achievement that made 
landing a man on the moon seem like a bit 
of foolery, on a par with raspberry-flavored 
foot spray or edible underwear. And the 
world was rewarding him. 

Multiple Orgasms for Men. Think of it! he 
told himself. 

He thought of it, his narrow eyes dreamy 
as he leaned against the podium. The oc- 
casional thumps of Snow's booted toes 
against defenseless sides, necks, thighs, 
provided a rhythmic background for his 
reverie. Each thump an orgasm! Two, three 
... five, even, without stopping. 

And there, under the lights, the Swedish 
Academy was assembled, the king was 
descending toward him, smiling, hand out- 
stretched ... 
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The leather at Spencer's groin creaked 
as it tightened, invisible under the wide 
flare of his morocco leather jacket. Snow 
was waving at him from the back of the 
room, materializing out of the haze. “Okay, 
buttbrains, sit up," he commanded. 

They sat, blinking at the glare, rubbing 
sides, necks, legs, certain to a soul that 
they had learned a valuable and important 
lesson, though its exact outlines escaped 
them all at the moment. 

Spencer had his neat little hands in his 
jacket pockets. He leaned against his spe- 
cial cut-down lectern and smiled at all the 
buttbrains. Snow whispered back to his 
side and stood deferentially, a white votive 
candle with a very pale flame, burning at 
the altar of the god of good behavior. 

“And now, buttbrains,” he went on, “it's 
time to sink in. You are going to sink into 
yourselves and find the buttbrained ass- 
hole in there. You are going to remember 
the most embarrassing, stupid, humiliating 
asshole thing you've ever done, or thought, 
and you are going to sing it out right here in 
this room. Every one of you is going to sing 
out. 

“No one eats any lunch until every butt- 
brainin this room has spoken up.” The thick 
goo congealed around the top of the 
ketchup bottle as he spoke. It hardened 
solid when he added, under his breath, 
‘Asshole buttbrains!" There were men and 
women in the room who squirmed, but no 
one spoke. 

Ten minutes of restive silence passed, a 
gluey silence, a warm bath of sticky fluid 
holding them all in place. Only the eyes 
moved, darting around the room, avoiding 
other eyes, most assiduously avoiding A. 
Spencer Sparling’s eyes, those hot eyes 
that seemed to glare from the dais, to bore 
into each and every soul in the room, pin- 
ning it in place like an entomologist's bug. 
They twitched, they squirmed, knowing he 
was looking at them and was thinking 
about each of them as the biggest 
buttbrained asshole in the world, in the uni- 
verse, the bottom end of all that was scum 
and garbage and waste, of all that was, ina 
word, disgusting. The trainees were not 
thinking well of themselves. 

Spence, of course, was thinking nothing 
of the kind. He had been through this 
routine numberless times before since the 
moment of his own revelation, his personal 
blinding light—since he had discovered, 
no, invented, SUM. He knew that the minds 
out there were blank. He knew they were 
growing desperate for some humiliation, 
some peccadillo, some deviant act, some 
nasty little sin, something to own up to that 
would satisfy that all-powerful god on the 
dais (that's right, A. Spencer Sparling, him- 
self; a satisfying thought). He knew, as he 
stared down at them, thal those minds were 
one and alla vast blankness spread across 
the acreage of memories, a wide, deep, 
seething blackness in which nothing was 
as yet stirring but a feeling of vague wistful- 
ness. 

He knew that all he had to do was wait. 
As the minutes slithered away, garter 
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snakes in the deep grasses of despair out 
there, Spencer daydreamed once more 
about his ultimate challenge, the birth of 
MOM. He envisioned the technicians wait- 
ing. Neat piles of blank graph paper (blank 
as those minds!) were waiting, fan-folded, 
to the right of the machines. Fresh ink was 
in the pens; the circuits were tuned and 
warm; electrons were waiting, whirling, 
waiting for A. Spencer Sparling to lash him- 
self into the system and hurl himself once 
more on top of his willowy assistant Snow, to 
melt her into his multiples of one, his many 
multiples of two, the wonderful multiples of 
MOM ... 

“Uh, | have something." It was the timid 
voice that earlier had wanted to go to the 
bathroom, and it brought consciousness 
back behind his angry stare. 

‘And what might that be?” Spencer in- 
quired. 

“I, uh, well, I've wet my pants.” 

“Terrific.” Spencer curled his upper lip 
into his neatly trimmed mustache, a curl of 
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“In here | am your 
God. | watch everything 
you do, buttbrain, 
and if you get out 
of line one inch, 
you're out. Understand, 
buttbrain? Out!” 
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such devastating sarcasm that the room, 
which had begun to stir with excitement, 
fell silent, aghast. 

More minutes twitched into the weeds 
and disappeared. This time Spencer kept 
his imagination in check. It wouldn't be long 
now. Stomachs were beginning to rumble. 
Pressure was mounting in the seventy-four 
remaining full bladders. Faintness, fear, 
confusion, hung in the air, a tangible me- 
ringue. Spencer was pleased. 

There was a throat-clearing sound, a 
small, inefficient motor starting up. It 
coughed, sputtered, was still, coughed 
again. “I can't control my need for Boston 
cream pie,” the voice said. It belonged to 
an overweight woman in a pink muumuu. 
She had been one of the most vigorous 
shouters of “| am a flaming asshole; | ama 
snot-filled buttbrain,” 

“Go on," Spencer urged her, almost 
gently. 

“Well, what | mean is, | once had sex with 
a Boston cream pie.” 

Too good to be true! “You had sex with a 
Boston cream pie?" His voice was a caress, 
a silk whisk on the word sex. 

“That's right." Words began to tumble 
over one another, tripping with her eager- 


ness to divulge all. “! took a Boston cream 
pie, see, fresh from the bakery. At home | 
took off all my clothes, | don't know what 
made me do this, and | dipped my hands in 
that Boston cream pie ... " Her hands 
made vague dipping motions, rings wink- 
ing among the fleshy folds. ‘And then | 
smeared the Boston cream pie all over my- 
self.” Each repetition of “Boston cream pie" 
acquired more emphasis, more excite- 
ment. “And then | licked the Boston cream 
pie off of every part of my body that | could 
reach with my tongue.” 

“Yes?” He encouraged her as she fal- 
tered. 

“Then |, well, | started to, you know, excite 
myself. With the Boston cream pie.” 

‘And this was humiliating?” Spencer 
cajoled her. 

“Oh my, no! It wasn't humiliating at all. It 
was exciting. What was humiliating was 
that my husband came home then. Now he 
wants me to do it all the time. He wants to 
watch me with a Boston cream pie. I'm so 
embarrassed. He never wants to, uh, make 
love any more. Just watch the Boston 
cream pie." Tiny highlights winked off the 
perspiration on her upper lip. 

“| see." Spencer dropped her abruptly. 
“Next!” he called. 

The floodgates were open, and a deluge 
of minor sins, embarrassing fetishes— 
handkerchiefs, shoes, velvet, bizarre food 
cravings, bathroom behavior—came gush- 
ing from the group. Volunteers for confes- 
sion fought one another for their place in 
line, eager to expose the sweatiest secrets, 
the most nauseating little acts, and as the 
voices spilled this garbage into the room, 
Spencer nodded in satisfaction. It was 
going well. 

But then, it always went well. 

“You buttbrains are doing fairly well, but 
there is still one of you there in the back of 
the room who has not spoken yet. No one 
goes to lunch until every one here has con- 
fessed something. So, you there, let’s hear 
it!" Spencer was pointing. 

The “you there” was a skinny kid who 
stared vacantly into the ceiling and did not 
appear to be listening. His neighbor 
nudged him. 

“Huh?" the kid grunted. Spencer could 
see his mouth form the interrogative shape, 
although no sound reached the dais. The 
kid's neighbor whispered, but the inter- 
rogative O remained imprinted among the 
pimples. Spencer knew what was passing 
between the two. Spencer knew every- 
thing. The neighbor was saying, “You 
haven't confessed yet,” and the kid, tug- 
ging at his earlobe now, was answering, 
“Confessed what?" And the neighbor, 
urged by mounting hunger and bladder 
discomfort, was saying, “Some secret 
humiliation or something. Everyone else 
has already confessed.” And the kid was 
answering, “Oh.” 

He cleared his throat; there was a lot of 
throat clearing today. “Uh——" 

“Speak up!” Spencer shouted. 

“tL said, uh, | don’t have any special 
humiliation.” The voice squeaked slightly, 
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as though it, too, were rusted over with 
pimples. 

“Well, well,” Spencer sneered. ‘And what 
do you buttbrains think of that? The skinny 
asshole before us doesn't have any special 
shames 

The skinny asshole interrupted him as 
though he hadn't heard. "You see, in a way 
everything humiliates me. | get embar- 
rassed by everything, everything | do. The 
way | daydream all the time and don't hear 
people when they talk to me, the way | get 
embarrassed and blush all the time ... | 
don't know— everything. Everything that’s 
done to me.” 

Perfect! Spence almost leaped in the air 
with delight, though the tonnage of his six- 
inch platforms anchored him solidly. There 
was a time when Snow, before she became 
a Graduate, had thought that those shoes 
served only to emphasize how very short 
he was, in some kind of absolute sense. 
Now, of course, she was wiser and sensitive 
only to her Master's moods; she felt keenly 
the pulse of joy that shot through her mas- 
ter at the words done to me. 

A. Spencer Sparling knew enough not to 
leap, not to show that joy. His face crum- 
pled in mock rage around his tidy mus- 
tache. He frowned. He glowered at the 
skinny kid. “You are going to learn, butt- 
brain,” he said, “in this one short weekend, 
that nothing is done to you. You are going to 
learn that you are responsible for every- 
thing that happens.” 

Then the skinny kid blew it. “That's what 
my mor says, but she doesn't understand 
it either. You see, | don't mind at all. Actually, 
| like it." He blushed furiously. 

“Wha-at?" Spencer was just rising to his 
toes, a subtle concession to delight, when 
he was halted in mid-ascent by this new 
twist. “What?” 

“| like it,” the kid continued. “I like being 
humiliated and embarrassed. So, lots of 
times | get caught sort of thinking about 
things, daydreaming, like just now. It em- 
barrasses me, getting caught like that, and 
| like it. Makes me know I'm alive, that 
people see me, know I’m real. You know?” 
He stopped tugging at his earlobe and let 
his hands doze quietly in his lap, certain 
everyone knew. 

Spencer was leaning over his specially 
shortened, stripped-down, chopped- 
and-channeled lectern (designed to make 
him appear taller, more terrible, and stern) 
and stared down the length of the room at 
this skinny kid. He opened his mouth, 
closed it, opened it, started to say some- 
thing, anything, and then closed it again. 
Finally, in a reasonable tone, he said, 
“Lunch. You have twenty minutes. If you are 
not back in this room, lying in place at the 
end of twenty minutes, face in the rug, too 
bad. The doors will be locked, and you 
might as well go home—permanently. And 
continue to be the silly, out-of-control, ass- 
hole buttbrain you've always been.” 

The crush at the rest rooms was terrific, 
and Spencer smiled snidely as he strode 
past. Ha-ha, that would teach them a lesson 
or two. He could see from the corner of his 


eye the mad hopping from foot to foot, the 
inward-pointed toes, all the avoiding eyes. 
A chuckle rose in his throat and gurgled 
there: the restaurant, they would soon 
enough discover, was closed, and that was 
a bit of glee all right. As Snow took his arm, 
the ends of her long, blonde hair brushed 
the leather tops of his shoulders. Yes, 
closed, and the vending machine in the 
lobby would give them only stale cracker- 
and-peanut-butter sandwiches. Then they 
would discover that the drinking fountain 
was broken, and there would be another 
rush to the rest rooms—too late. He loved 
the symphony of despair as all the trainees 
tried to swallow that dry peanut-butter- 
and-crackers lunch. 

Snow's hair flared behind him like a halo 
as he strolled past, and he did rise to his 
toes then, a small, elfin bounce, a lepre- 
chaun leap. O MOM, he thought, mentally 
rubbing his dry palms together. O MOM! 


“Ah, Snow baby, isn'tit exciting?” He leaned 
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idly against the edge of the Holiday Inn 
dresser, gazing vaguely at an abstract 
painting that might have been the Golden 
Gate Bridge, once. Snow worked open the 
zipper of his leather pants and dipped her 
pale, golden head down to what he called 
his “Fountain of Youth." 

“Yeah,” he said. She gobbled quietly as 
he reminisced about the morning's events 
and told her about the future: his schemes 
for promoting SUM, his guru lecture bu- 
reau, his plans to recruit instructors, the 
nationwide franchise network. “We'll be the 
McDonald's of self-improvement,” he said, 
patting the top of her head. 

“Careful,” he said, looking down. “Don't 
get the leather wet." She slopped and 
licked without pause. “It'll leave spots ... | 
think we could create a whole scale of 
achievement, a hierarchy—you know, like 
Scientology.” 

“Mmmph," Snow mumbled. 

“Yes indeed,” he went on, giving another 
pat to her long, fine hair with his dainty 
fingers. “Next month we'll get SUMmation 
going full speed, for graduates only—$475 
each should be acceptable, since they will 
get a certificate this time, guaranteeing 
them that they're perfectly enlightened, 


SUMmated. My accountants tell me we 
will clear well over $800,000 this year. 
After taxes. You hear me, Snow Baby? 
Eight hundred thousand smackeroos. That 
ought to put a little fire in your lips ... Ahhh, 
nice ... careful of the slobber, though. Don't 
want spots; this suit cost over $600. It was 
the Boston cream pie lady that got me. 
Mmm, yes, that was the one—you know, 
when she started smearing it all over her 
naked body? Ohh... That reminds me; this 
is kind of a rehearsal for us today, because 
there's two guys at the University who are 
investigating Multiple Orgasms for Men— 
did | tell you? Oh, yes..." 

Snow was shaking her head back and 
forth “no,” but her tongue was saying, “Yes, 
yes!” 

“Oh, yes,” Spencer repeated, the top of 
his hip puckered by the edge of the dress- 
er. “It seems to me we have a big future in 
that sort of thing. | got them on retainer 
yesterday ... oh, fuck, baby, that ... was 
nice.” 

She smiled up at him adoringly, then 
slowly and gracefully stood as he zipped 
himself up. She rose to well over a foot 
above his head, in spite of the platforms, 
and smoothed her djellaba with long, pale 
hands. 

“Yeah,” he said, doing his belt. “I'd like to 
keep going, Snow, try for the multiples, but 
there's no time now. You did a good job, 
though—no spots,” 

She smiled down at him. “| love it, 
Spence: the Fountain of Youth.” 

“Of course you do, baby." He gave her 
elbow a pat. “Of course you do. Now it's 
time to get back to those buttbrained ass- 
holes in the Redwood Room. They should 
have had enough time flat on their faces by 
now. We'll start them in with the Flaming 
Asshole routine again, and then I'll slip 
back up here for some lunch. You've had 
yours.” He gave her a chuckle, and they 
went back downstairs. 


They were all there, most of them quietly 
gagging, at least one cavity in every mouth 
throbbing with impacted, rancid peanut 
butter. Spencer smiled serenely in the 
realization that he loved this weekend 
routine best of all. It just wasn’t the same 
during the week, when he didn't have these 
trainees around and had to do the contract 
work for the military, the corporate execu- 
tives, and the others who hadn't volun- 
teered, when he had to concentrate on 
paper work, tax accountants and lawyers, 
the advertising agency and insurance 
people. 

“You wouldn't believe the expenses | got, 
baby," he had told Snow on more than one 
occasion. “Reaping is its own reward, of 
course. But my God, the overhead!” 

The paying volunteers squirmed on 
through the afternoon. Spence had ar- 
ranged for the heat to be turned up this 
afternoon, and the huge, drafty room was 
now well into the eighties, adding to the 
increasing bladder discomfort, the 
harassment, and the exercises, all of which 
conspired to help the trainees shed their 
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various and sundry defenses 

“You gotta shed a// your defenses,” 
Spencer told them after he had returned 
from lunch. He patted the leather over his 
stomach, now amply replenished with 
Shrimp Louis, butterscotch pudding, anda 
split of Wente Brothers Riesling that had 
been sent up to, his room once he had the 
afternoon session under way. “All your de- 
tenses. When you've done that, you can 
learn that all the bullshit you buttbrains use 
to protect yourselves from taking responsi- 
bility for everything that happens is use- 
less. Then——" He paused here to glare 
around the room at the buttbrains, who 
were all standing, bent at the waist, trying 
to touch the floor with their fingertips. Most 
could barely reach their knees, but all were 
presenting themselves for hazing, for can- 
ing, for initiation into the elite fraternity of 
the psychically enlightened. 

Spencer looked down at the sea of 
hunched bodies, 150 eyes straining under 
their brows to look up at him. “Then,” he 
repeated, “and only then will you be ready 
for what we here at Sparling Unified Medita- 
tion call SUMUS, which means ‘We are’ in 
Latin, although | prefer to think of it as SUM 
U.S.; thatis, ‘lam the U.S.’ When—and that 
is an iffy when—you are SUMUS, you are 
halfway, and only halfway, there, and there 
is where you want to be. But this weekend 
you will be no further than SUMUS. If you 
want to keep advancing, to get there, to be 
SUMmated, there will be further courses 
open to you.” 

He began to pace, still glowering. As he 
passed Snow, he would casually slide his 
hand down her hip without looking at her. 
Once he murmured “MOM" in her ear, and 
Snow's hair, her fine blondeness, corus- 
cated in a delicate frisson of delight, her 
honey breath wafting over the top of 
Spencer's razor cut. 

“Now then, there is one thing you must 
remember above all other things, besides 
your Word, which you will be given as you 
leave tonight. That one thing is that there is 
no such thing as feelings. All feelings— 
love, hate, hope, grief, anget, and so 
on—all feelings are bullshit. You just use 
this kind of bullshit to make yourselves be- 
lieve things are done to you. But feelings 
don't exist except in your mind, and don't 
you forget it. Remember that and chant 
your Words.” 

He paused, and the pause was a vac- 
uum, and the Boston cream pie lady, abhor- 
ring a vacuum, rushed in. “But what about 
death?” she asked, Her tubular arms dan- 
gled to mid-thigh as she bent fractionally at 
her nonexistent waist. “| mean, my sister 
died in a leper colony, and | felt terrible.” 

“Death?” Spencer thundered, the voice 
of the God of Bullshit. “Death? Death is a 
rip-off. Death is a conspiracy Let me tell 
you something.” 

He stopped his pacing and leaned on 
the lectern. He was about—and this was 
very clear to all—he was about to deliver 
himself of some Words. It was in the air. Not 
the special Words for the trainees, but dif- 
ferent Words, powerful, magnetic Words. 
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Words from the mouth of A. Spencer Spar- 
ling himself. 

“| often get asked about death,” he be- 
gan. “Until recently—quite recently, in 
fact—I was just another salesman. | sold 
CB radios. | was driving through Salinas 
one day, on my way to close a deal for 600 
CB radios, when | saw a blinding light over 
the city. Really blinding. When | could see 
again, | was parked at the side of the high- 
way and an officer was writing me a ticket: 
illegal parking. At first | was angry, | wanted 
to protest, to argue, to tell him | had an 
excuse: | was blinded. And then | realized, 
as suddenly as that, it was all bullshit. The 
anger, the officer, the ticket he was writing, 
CB radios —all bullshit. | saw the word right 
then, SUM, written in letters of fire on that 
policeman's forehead. SUM—I am. Only 
I—the policeman didn't exist, CB radios 
didn't exist, parking tickets didn't exist. | 
didn't need any excuses. Me... SUM... | 
am, / am. So how can death exist, since | 
am, since | am alive? 


® 


“Lunch. You have 
twenty minutes. If you 
are not back in this room, 
lying in place at the end 
of twenty minutes, face 
in the rug, too bad.” 


° 


“So, death is a rip-off. Don’t be fooled. 
My partner in the CB radio business was 
fooled. He thought CB radios were real. He 
thought they were important. He cornered 
the forty-channel CB radio market on the 
West Coast, and the bureaucrats in Wash- 
ington created the sixty-two-channel CB 
band. There went his cornered market. So 
what did he do? He electrocuted himself by 
pouring a gin and tonic in his stereo. He 
killed himself. He thought his stereo, was 
real! He thought electricity was real! So 
now he's dead. And do you know why? 
Because he thinks he's dead! Shows you 
how much he knows. 

“So | tore up that parking ticket in front of 
that policeman who was not real, and | took 
responsibility for myself, came back to San 
Francisco, and started SUM." 

He smiled fondly, looking around the 
room, daring anyone to question him fur- 
ther. It was obvious that if anyone wanted 
to be SUMmated, to become SUMUS, to 
ultimately achieve SUMmation, he or she 
would have to get the idea pretty quickly, 
without further questions. The $375 
weekend was slipping away minute by 
minute, though, of course, by now they all 
understood that their $375 was all bullshit, 


didn't mean a thing, wasn't even real. 

"Aha!" the Boston cream pie lady 
shouted. As she fell over backward, her 
eyes rolled up into her head, where they 
stared at the transcendent radiance of the 
inside of her skull. By the time she hit the 
carpet, she was placidly asleep, breathing 
loudly through her mouth. 

It was an electric moment, cracking with 
excitement and anticipation, as mental cir- 
cuits crossed wires, fizzed, snapped, ex- 
ploded in sequence, became repro- 
grammed. Bizarre mutations spawned, gen- 
erated, developed, and spontaneously com- 
busted in sixty heads, and a furious chain 
reaction of enlightenment sped through 
the room like a sequence of Sylvania blue- 
dot flashbulbs at a bingo orgy. Spencer 
called this the “domino theory of the Self.” 

To the confusion of the fifteen people 
there who did not explode, the others 
began spontaneously to chant,” SUM—! 
am, SUM —1AM..." They started a conga 
line that snaked around the room, and the 
bewildered fifteen had no choice but to join 
in or be out of it. 


“| think,” Spencer told Snow later that night, 
“that we are about to land the Big One.” 

He was lying on the couch in his Russian 
Hill penthouse, mentally counting his 
money. Every pop of enlightenment was 
another potential graduate student, but 
mostly he was anticipating tomorrow and 
the first trial of MOM, the really Big One. 

“| think,” he repeated, “that we can make 
millions. What do you think of that, Snow 
baby? We could make millions on this—the 
Nobel Prize, even. You want to make mil- 
lions, don't you, Snow?” 

“Sure, Spence, if you do.” She was alittle 
breathless, as she was in the middle of her 
Tibetan Rhamba-Bhuku meditation exer- 
cises in front of the floor-to-ceiling glass 
windows. Crippled, firefly traffic crawled 
through the bright streets below, and rain 
had recently dribbled down the glass, 
smearing the light, leaving ragged tatters 
of cloud that seemed to hang just in front of 
the window. 

Her small, round breasts bobbed for- 
ward as she bent down to clasp her toes, 
legs straight. They wobbled as she 
straightened again. Her tight, boyish bot- 
tom clenched as she stretched. She liked 
doing her Rhamba-Bhuku meditation 
nude. _ 

“.., Dharma-Dhatu,"” she grunted, 
straightening once more. Then, slowly— 
and, to Spencer's distracted gaze, incred- 
ibly lasciviously—she did the splits all the 
way down to the shag carpet. Without a 
pause she tightened her thighs and, not 
touching the floor with her hands, began 
to rise once more to a standing position. 
She pivoted and started down again. 
“Rhamba-Bhuku,” she gasped, breathing 
in through her nose, out through her mouth, 
uncoiling the cobra of her spine. 

“Hey, | even think | might be able to do it 
now,” A. Spencer Sparling said. He really 
wanted to do it now. “Yup,” he said, watch- 
ing her round heels plowing outward by 

; CONTINUED ON PAGE 148 


@/'d do nearly anything 
to please my man—and I'd want him 
to do the same for me.® 


SHASTA 
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NO 


@/ can't understand 
young women who marry older, 
sexually indifferent 
guys just because they have money. 
It would be fun to 
sit in the lap of luxury, 
but it would have 
to be a pretty active lap 

to interest me!® 
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SUGAR BABY 


“I'd much rather curl up with a man on a quilt-covered feather bed than ona 

fur-covered water bed,” declares sumptuous Shasta Lindstrom, our March 

Pet of the Month. Shasta was discovered among the old-fashioned, ob- 

jects she loves, in the California antique store where she works. According 

to the photographer who snapped her up, Shasta’s petite 36-22-35-inch 
body was easily the most exquisite objet d'art in the place. 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY JOHN COPELAND 
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@/'m ready for amore grown-up thing, something less like Love Story and more like Swept Away.® 


“In some ways,” confides this green-eyed, twenty-year-old fledg- 
ling antiquarian, “| seem to be in love with the past. My first boy- 
friend was also my first lover—the only one I'd ever had up untila 
few months ago. He taught me everything | know and literally—as 
in the song—took me from bobby socks to stockings. But now I'm 
ready for a more grown-up kind of thing, something a little less like 
Love Story and a little more like Swept Away. | guess that kind of 
romanticism is a little old-fashioned like my antiques. But when 
some superliberated woman asks me why | don't want to be au- 
tonomous, | answer,'! do/ | want to be free—free to find some man 


who'll make me his slave!'” 


“Not in the 

literal sense, 
obviously,” she 
explains. “But 

in the sense that 
I'd do nearly 
anything to 
please him— 
and I'd want him 
to do the same 
for me. I'd be his 
comforter if he'd 
be my protector. 
If that's called 
role-playing, I'll 
take the part!” 


Shasta never 
looks twice ata 
man who doesn't 
have both a 
sense of humor 
and “enormous” 
reserves of 
patience. “In 
some ways I'm 
Still a little girl, 
and | need to be 
indulged. Maybe 
that’s why I'm 
becoming more 
attracted to older 


men.” 
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“Not that a man has to be rich. If he is kind and understanding and 


makes a decent living, a Sweet-’n-Low daddy will do just as well as a 
sugar daddy. | can't understand young women who marry older, sex- 
ually indifferent guys just because they have money. Obviously, it 
would be fun to be sitting in the lap of luxury, but it would have to be a 
pretty active lap to interest me!” Shasta admits that she comes from a 
rather overprotected background, which might explain her desire to 
be pampered. “My father spoiled my mother, my mother spoiled me, 
and | definitely plan to spoil any man in my life. It's a chain reaction.” 
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The fastest way to win her heart, aside from being “a handsome, be- 
nevolent despot," Shasta adds, is to shower her with sexy, luxurious 
underthings like the corsets and camisoles she wears, to fetching dis- 


traction, on these pages. “It really brings out the coquette in a woman 
to dress in something frilly or lacy or silky. It makes undressing last a 
lot longer. After all, the more suspense you build up, the better the 
climax will be.” It seems especially appropriate that someone as 
breezily good-natured as Shasta should be our Pet for March. Like the 
month itself, any lucky man in her life might well go in like a lion, but 
he's sure to come out like a lamb. O+—_ 
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Hot tub by Bob Holborow, L.A.; Makeup by GiGi 


@When some liberated 
woman asks if | want to 
be autonomous, /| 
answer, “] want to be 
free—tree to finda 
man who’ll make me 
his slave!® 
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ADVISE & DISSENT 


OPINON 


BY NAT HENTOFF 


The author is a board member of the New York Civil Liberties Union 
and a member of the steering committee of the Reporters’ 
Committee for Freedom of the Press. His latest book, a history of 
the First Amendment, will be published this year by Delacorte 


THE REAL 
LEGACY OF 
RICHARD NIXON 
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oward K. Smith, television’s resident conservative, was 
~ a very young reporter in Berlin when, he remembers, 

“there was a knock at the door ... and fifteen Gestapo 
men barged past me, opening every desk and studying every 
piece of paper they could find. . .. | remember thanking God 
this couldn't happen in America. Well, now it can. This is the 
worst, most dangerous ruling the Court has made in memory.” 

Smith was recoiling from a five-to-three Supreme Court 
decision in May 1978 that upheld the right of police to make 
surprise searches of newspaper offices—opening every 
desk and studying every piece of paper they can find (includ- 
ing reporters’ notes, lists of confidential sources, and leads to 
stories of government and police corruption). Justice Byron 
White wrote the majority opinion, joined by Richard M. Nixon's 
four Supreme Court appointees: William Rehnquist, Louis 
Powell, Harry Blackmun, and Chief Justice Warren Burger. 

The decision sent the press into shock. Said the Chicago 
Sun-Times: “It was a landmark decision—in the sense that a 
bomb crater or strip-mine scar can be a landmark.” Accord- 
ing to the Washington Post, it was “a staggering blow to 
freedom of the press.” 

There was no comment from San Clemente, but many jour- 
nalists and constitutional lawyers have gloomily characterized 
the devastating ruling as “Nixon's revenge.” It came too late to 
save that unindicted felon, but a future Nixon in the White 
House will now have a mighty weapon against even the most 
persistent investigative reporters. For instance, it took Wood- 
ward and Bernstein many months—and much nurturing of 
confidential sources—to develop the Watergate story. Had 
there occurred an early police raid of the Washington Post, 
with cops grimly rummaging through the papers and 
notebooks of the two reporters, it would doubtless have fright- 
ened away the already nervous providers of vital leads. And, 
as Sen. Charles Mathias has noted, “Deep Throat” would 
probably never have spoken at all. 

In this High Court alliance against the press and its readers, 
Mr. Justice White—whose appointment was Jack Kennedy's 
most calamitous long-range mistake—is the swing vote. In 
1972 White joined the Nixon choices to declare that reporters 
had no constitutional right to refuse to name their confidential 
sources before grand juries. At the time, William O. Douglas, 
in a fierce dissenting opinion warned that unless a reporter 
“has a privilege to withhold the identity of his source,” those 
sources “will dry up and ... the effort to enlighten the public 
will be ended.” 

Six years later White has made those confidential sources 
vulnerable not only to grand juries but also to any local police 
force. The purview of his new decision (Zurcher v. The Stan- 
ford Daily) goes beyond the press, however, for it also savages 
the right to privacy of every single citizen—not only journalists 
but also doctors, lawyers, merchants, psychiatrists, and just 
plain bystanders. As damaging as this majority ruling is to the 
First Amendment, it is equally contemptuous of the Fourth 


Amendment (“the right of the people to be secure in their 
persons, houses, papers, and effects against unreasonable 
searches and seizures”). 

To understand the baleful scope of this decision, it is nec- 
essary to start at the very beginning. In April 1971, students 
demonstrating against the firing of a janitor at Stanford Hospi- 
tal in California clashed with the police. Nine cops were in- 
jured, but their colleagues could identify only two of the at- 
tackers. When the Stanford Daily published photographs of 
the melee, the cops figured that the student paper might also 
have unpublished photographs that would help them find the 
other assailants. Obtaining a search warrant at a municipal 
court, the cops raided the paper. Although they did not find 
what they were after, the police diligently went through filing 
cabinets, desks, waste-paper baskets—and reporters’ notes 
and correspondence. 

The Stanford Daily sued, charging that its First and Fourth 
Amendment rights had been mugged by the police. A federal 
district court agreed, underlining the fact that no one on the 
paper had even been suspected of a crime. Therefore the 
police had not been entitled to a search warrant. Instead, the 
cops should have tried to obtain a subpoena. The difference 
is crucial, especially in a democracy. A search warrant re- 
quires no advance notice to those whose offices or homes are 
to be invaded. But until now, a search warrant could not be 
used against “innocent third parties" (such as the Stanford 
Daily). Asubpoena, on the other hand, is not issued until there 
is first a court hearing, at which the police’s prey can argue 
that the cops have no right to trample his privacy. And this 
hearing serves, of course, as a warning of police intentions. 
There can be no surprise raids with a subpoena. 

The Court of Appeals for the Ninth Circuit affirmed the 
constitutional rights of the Stanford Daily. But then the United 
States Supreme Court—in the crabbed voice of Mr. Justice 
White—overturned the lower court decisions and found in 
favor of the police. 

On what basis did White rewrite the First and the Fourth 
Amendments? Well, as to every citizen's right to privacy, White 
declared that the search warrant is just too important an 
investigative tool of the state to be limited, even when “inno- 
cent third parties" are involved—not only journalists, but ev- 
erybody “innocent.” One would expect this sort of reasoning 
from a magistrate in Eastern Europe. But coming from a jus- 
tice of the Supreme Court, this invitation to the police to knock 
on any door is terrifying. 

As the American Civil Liberties Union has said, “If the 
offices and houses of innocent people can be searched with- 
out notice, just because the police say they might contain 
papers relevant to a criminal investigation, there is not a 
newspaper, a bank, a store; a doctor's office, a law firm, or a 
private home that can any longer claim the protection of the 
Fourth Amendment. No file, desk drawer, or attic is insulated 
from police scrutiny.” 


@Last year’s Supreme Court decision 

savages the right to privacy of every single 
citizen—not only journalists but also doctors, 
lawyers, merchants, and just plain bystanders.® 


What about the First Amendment? What about the right of 
the Stanford Daily and all other newspapers, magazines, and 
broadcast stations to gather and disseminate the news, with- 
out such measures of interference by the government as the 
pocketing of the names of confidential sources and internal 
memoranda that were never meant to be published? The 
press has nothing to worry about, said Mr. Justice White, 
because careful magistrates will “confine warrants to search 
within reasonable limits.” 

Trust your local cops and judges. 

In response, conservative columnist James Kilpatrick ob- 
served, “His Eminence, Justice White, perhaps was born 
yesterday.” 

Take the case at hand. In his decision, White noted that the 
warrant issued in the Stanford Daily case did not authorize the 
police “to rummage at large in newspaper files.” What White 
did not say is that the cops did exactly that, rummaging away 
with great gusto. 

In dissent, Justice Potter Stewart—as William O. Douglas 
had argued against White six years before —pointed out that 
the majority decision would chill potential news sources and 
thereby impair the public's access to information; therefore, 
White and his four Nixon brethren had infringed the First 
Amendment's “guarantee of a free press.” 

A few days after Mr. Justice White’s repeal of much of the 
First and Fourth Amendments, he was one of the guests at 
Ethel Kennedy's Virginia home, where family and friends of 
Bobby Kennedy had gathered on the tenth anniversary of his 
assassination. There was a certain amount of grumbling in the 
direction of the visitor from the High Court. Finally, a former 
close colleague of both Jack and Bobby stepped up to White, 
saying, with forceful disdain, “This is what the Court has come 
down to—you and the four Nixon dwarves.” 

The justice, nonplussed, walked away. No one moved to 
ease his embarrassment. But embarrassed or not, Mr. Justice 
White will be affecting—and too often diminishing—our liber- 
ties for the rest of his life. The only remedy for what he has 
done in this pernicious Stanford decision lies with Congress, 
where a number of bills have already been introduced to 
overturn that ruling. The most potentially effective are Sen. 
Birch Bayh’'s Privacy Protection Amendment of 1978 (S. 3164 
and its House counterpart, H.R. 13017). Under this measure, 
any local, state, or federal official looking for evidence of a 
crime in the home or office of someone who is not implicated in 
that crime must obtain a subpoena rather than conduct a 
surprise search. It applies to all citizens, from journalists to 
bookkeepers. 

If Congress does not act to repair the First and Fourth 
Amendments, we will continue to be in clear and present 
danger that this decision by Byron White and the four Nixon 
justices will—as Editor & Publisher warns—“turn local police 
into storm troopers.” And reporters into obedient wards of the 


state. O+-7_ 
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TEXT BY MICHAEL GOODWIN/PHOTOGRAPHS BY ERIC KROLL 


even doors are set in a semicircle 

behind seven red curtains, framed 

by full-length mirrors in classic Orson 

Wellesian style. Reflections within re- 
flections. The doors are red-lipstick 
labeled: SEXY JUICY NIKI RANDY FOXY 
BABY HORNY. Overhead red spotlights 
come on. Blue spotlights come on. Director 
Paul Schrader, a slight man with a scholarly 
look, polishes one of the mirrors, reflected 
over and over. 

Slide Niki's curtain back and walk inside 
her little booth. It's divided in half by a 
transparent plastic wall, with a phone on 
your side and another on hers. There's a 
gadget that takes your quarter and a 
wooden shutter that slides up and down. 


There's dried come all over the plastic wall. 
The only thing missing is naked Niki on the 
other side, and she's getting ready. 

‘Adam, that dried come looks like shit,” 
Says a young woman with a clipboard and 
all her clothes. “It's too much. It’s too obvi- 
ous. We can't have that crap in there.” 
Adam looks at the come wordlessly. 

Stagehands roll big, red curtains around 
the set, closing it off from view except for 
the camera. The crew is nervous; sure- 
footed gaffers stumble over ladders and 
giggle in stage whispers. A grip kicks over 
a box, laughing. A camera assistant mut- 
ters, “Tits and ass, tits and ass.” 

“Did you make this place up?” | ask 
Schrader. 


"Oh, no,” he says softly. “It’s based on 
Show World in New York—Eighth Avenue 
and Forty-second Street. | saw that place, 
and | had to put it in the film.” 

“Is it a low-rent metaphor for movies?” | 
ask, thinking of the plastic wall and the 
shutter. 

“Yeah,” says Schrader, smiling. “It's pure. 
Pay to look, pay to talk, pay to jerk off.” 

Behind the set actress Season Hubley 
(playing Niki) is walking around on silver 
high heels. She's still got her clothes on. 
“George is here,” announces the assistant 
director as George C. Scott walks onto the 
set. “Everybody, go have some coffee.” 
This is code, and it means that everyone 
except the camera crew is supposed to go 


i a ap a eo a a 
Season Hubley (left) plays the role of Niki in Columbia Pictures’ new film, Hardcore. Awash ina nightmare world of massage parlors and bondage palaces, 
this seasoned woman-for-rent helps a deeply religious businessman (George C. Scott, upper right) find his runaway daughter, a victim of the porno plague. 
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@@/ told the studio people that | was 
the only one who could direct Hardcore,” said 
Paul Schrader, “because | was 
the last man left in Hollywood who stil! 
thought sex was dirty.99 


somewhere else while they shoot the nude 
scene. 

Schrader motions me aside. “I want you 
to hang way in back," he says softly. “We've 
already lost two sound men and a photog- 
rapher because they annoyed George, and 
he's getting cranky. He refused to do that 
shot before lunch, and he's capable of 
walking off if something isn't right.” 

“Can | stay in back when they close the 
set?” | ask. Schrader shakes his head. 

“But | need this scene for the story,” | say. 

Schrader smiles sadly. “I'm sorry to say 
that that isn't my problem,” he says. “Shoot- 
ing this movie is hard enough as it is." 

Behind the set, almost (but not quite) 
hidden by the red curtains, Season lets her 


dress slip to the floor and walks into her 
side of the booth. A microphone floats 
overhead like a small, metal moon. Techni- 
cians edge closer. Scott slides past the 
camera and under the lights. The tension 
pumps a hair higher. 

“Rolling!” yells the cameraman. 

“Speed!” yells the sound recorder. 

“Marker!" yells the. camera assistant. 

“Action,” says Paul Schrader. 

Season steps under the red light, into the 
camera eye. She sits on a chair, leans back, 
and gives Scott a bought-and-paid-for 
bedroom look. Then (BANG!) she slams 
her silver high heels onto the plastic, throw- 
ing Scott, the camera, and the world a big 
split beaver. 


OZU LICENSE PLATE 

Schrader dances impatiently on top of a 
high ladder while grips and gaffers tear his 
set apart. He doesn't look like the hottest 
writer-director in Hollywood. He doesn't 
look like a thirty-two-year-old millionaire, 
either, or the most overexposed media act 
since Jane Fonda. 

He's short, quiet, studious, sloppily 
dressed, and wearing glasses with black 
plastic rims. His hairline is receding, he 
doesn't smile a lot, and he knows more 
about movies than three professors of 
cinema put together would. He looks a bit 
like French film director Jean-Luc Godard 
(one of his heroes) and acts like him, 
too—brilliant, didactic, argumentative. 


On the set, a camera assistant mutters, “Tits and ass, tits and ass.” Photographers close in and the girls begin to look a trifle panicky. But they're not stars; 
the set doesn't close for their nude scenes. And when they pull off their shirts, fifty people are watching. Is this really how Marilyn got started? 
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He's reserved and serious, and yet he 
shaved off his mustache one night in order 
to amuse his party guests. As it happens, 
Schrader will do anything to keep people 
amused; that makes him a good storyteller. 
And that makes him a good filmmaker, be- 
cause, as he never tires of repeating, 
movies are essentially an oral medium, like 
Granny spinning tales on the porch. 

“We're gonna have to strike this wall and 
light from here,” says the gaffer. “This whole 
thing has to come out." 

The gaffer is happy, but Schrader is in 
agony. He's just decided that he wants a 
vertical shot down into the shower, for the 
scene where George C. Scott is kicking the 
shit out of a young male porno actor, and it's 
beginning to dawn on him that his shot may 
take half an hour to set up. The film is al- 
ready a week behind schedule, and it's 
losing ground every day. Still, Schrader 
doesn’t sound worried. “That's what they 
get for sticking me with a thirty-eight-day 
schedule,” he says cheerfully. “George 
hasn't done a thirty-eight-day picture in fif- 
teen years, and he ain't doin’ one now.” 
Nonetheless, he tends to walk around 
nervously, knocking on set walls. 

If Schrader doesn't act like the usual Hol- 
lywood star filmmaker, the reason is that he 


isn't the usual kind. John Ford did not at- 
tend film school. Howard Hawks did not 
write a book of exquisitely reasoned film 
criticism like Schrader’s Transcendental 
Style. Alfred Hitchcock did not sell his first 
screenplay for $300,000, which is what 
Schrader got for The Yakuza in 1973. Don 
Siegel did not put an OZU license plate 
(after the Japanese filmmaker) on his 
Jaguar. 

“Look,” says a grip, after twenty-five 
minutes, “there’s a crack in the shower.” 

“My shower has a crack, too,” says 
Schrader. “Let's go! | want to shoot it.” A 
pause stretches suddenly like death in a 
dream, and Schrader rocks his ladder 
back and forth like Buster Keaton. “Oooh, 
please, we're sinking here,” he pleads. He 
claps his hands twice. “Whoa, let's go!” 
Nothing happens. Somewhere on the giant 
sound stage, someone is waiting for some- 
thing before the shot can start, but no one 
knows what or where. 

Schrader’s big break came with Taxi 
Driver, which Martin Scorsese filmed. The 
crazed Travis Bickel, cut off from human 
contact, alone and lonely in his iron-coffin 
cab, was half self-portrait and half bor- 
rowed from Sartre's Nausea—and he hit 
home. Schrader was already known as a 


serious writer, but now he began to get a 
rep as a shrewd businessman as well. His 
office at the Burbank Studio had two 
nameplates on the door. Both said PAUL 
SCHRADER. The one on top was for 
Schrader the writer, the artist. The one 
below was for Schrader the deal maker, the 
hustler. 

Schrader wrote five amazing scripts in 
that office during 1976—Blue Collar, Hank 
Williams , Old Boyfriends , American Gigolo, 
and Hardcore. When he wasn't writing, he 
was wheeling and dealing, because he 
didn't mean to turn these scripts over to 
anyone else. 

It's been forty-five minutes, but finally the 
lights are set, the camera crew is ready, and 
Schrader is watching from the top of his 
ladder. On the floor of the shower, the kid is 
soaking wet, shivering, while Scott blocks 
out the action: “He talks, | talk, he talks, | 
talk, | turn on the water, | threaten him with 
the sprayer—" Scott looks up at Schrader. 
“How's the threat?" 

Schrader smiles. “The threat’s fine, 
George." 

Scott notices the kid shivering and 
shakes his head. “This fucking busi- 
ness ... ," he mutters to himself. “Okay, 
we're ready.” 


George C. Scott (upper left) enters the world of make-believe sex in search of his long-lost teenage daughter. “Scott is the star of the show," says Paul 
Schrader. “So my job as director is primarily to service his power; the moment | stop doing that, I'm going to fuck up the movie.” 
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The camera rolls, Scott and the kid say 
their lines, everything goes great, Scott 
turns on the water—and instead of coming 
out of the sprayer, it comes out of the faucet 
There's a moment of horrified silence. 

“Fuck me!" says Scott 

“Cut!” yells Schrader. 

“You okay, George?" asks the kid. 

“Soitenly, soitenly,” says Scott in sudden 
Brooklynese. ‘Aside from being bored.” 

Plumbing technicians descend on the 
shower head while, on top of the ladder, 
Schrader hits himself in the face. 

Hardcore is the story of a deeply reli- 
gious businessman (played by Scott) who 
follows his runaway teenage daughter into 
the nightmare world of massage parlors, 
pornographic fims, and S&M bondage 
palaces—with the help of a down-and- 
dirty detective (played by Peter Boyle) and 
Niki, a $900-a-week consultant on exotic 
erotica. As in all Schrader's other scripts, 
it's a simple idea—and an instant grabber. 
“A movie is a mass medium,” says 
Schrader, “and it has to be simplified, like a 
long sliver, so it can zip through a million 
people. 

“| believe a film has to have a high line 
and a low line,” he adds, “for you to get 
enough people to make it financially viable 


In Taxi Driver the high line was this existen- 
tial character, and the low line was vio- 
lence. In Blue Collar the high line was Marx- 
ist analysis, and the low line was Pryor's 
exploitation and get-back-at-the-Man 
rage. In Hardcore, the high line is theology, 
and the low line is pornography.” 

The plumbers are gone. “Let's go!" yells 
Schrader from his ladder. It's been more 
than an hour since he thought up this shot, 
and it's still notin the can. But now, shooting 
straight down through the nonexistent roof 
of the shower stall, the camera films Scott 
beating up the kid, dousing him with water, 
and throwing him in a bleeding heap on the 
tile floor. The tape recorder gets all the dia- 
logue, no water hits the camera lens, 
Scott's performance is terrifying. 

Hardcore was supposed to be Schra- 
der's first film as a director, but his deal at 
Warners derailed; so he made Blue Collar 
instead. It was not enjoyable, but first films 
seldom are, and it provided enough time for 
David Begelman (right, that David Begel- 
man, the one who got bounced for crooked 
financial dealings) to pick up the film for 
Columbia. “David is one of my strongest 
supporters,” says Schrader, “and he's the 
reason this film is being made. | always 
liked him, and | thought he was a good 


executive.” 

Grips tear the shower apart wall by wall. 
Scott wanders into the nearest set—a 
fancy sex-motel room with plush chairs, 
mirrored walls, and a water bed with slick 
black satin sheets—and settles down with 
the New York Times crossword puzzle. Mo- 
ments later Schrader throws himself 
facedown on the water bed. “I want to be a 
travel writer,” he moans, rolling his head 
wearily from side to side. “I want to be a 
travel writer.” 


SCARED OF SCOTT 
‘After | hit him," says George C. Scott, 
“maybe | should shove his head in the 
toilet.” 

“The toilet is too baroque,” says 
Schrader. 

“Well, if you find it unseemly,” says Scott, 
“let's not do it. Suppose | just grab onto the 
door here and kick the fuck out of him. Then 
I'll walk out, and he can go to the hospital.” 
He flashes a cheerful grin at the camera 
crew. 

“Scott is the star of the show," Schrader 
tells me later, “and he knows twenty times 
more about directing than | do. He's a thor- 
oughly trained master actor—probably the 
best alive. So my job as a director is primar- 


Paul Schrader (lower right) relaxes on set before directing the film's big fight scene with Victoria, Snow, and Kathi (left). As whip ladies, these three are 
mistresses of sexual theater. “Sometimes | take a submissive session,” Kathi reveals, “but | hate it." Snow agrees: “| never knew how much that stuff hurts." 
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ily to service his power; the moment | stop 
doing that, I'm going to fuck up the movie. 
Sometimes | push him toward the edge of 
foolishness, because he knows exactly 
where the edge is and he won't fall off. But 
mostly he directs himself.” 

Actually, Schrader is scared of Scott, 
whose famous temper and fearsome repu- 
tation have preceded him. If Scott walks 

ut, the picture shuts down. But Scott's 
manner on the set is impeccable, if slightly 
formal; he seems an ambassador from an 
older, more graceful country. More to the 
point, he remembers every step, every 
beat of a move he made hours earlier, and 
he can duplicate that move on demand. He 
sustains complicated emotional crescen- 
dos, even through endless delays, and can 
start them running again at a moment's 
notice. He does this twelve hours a day 
under murderous pressure for months at a 
time. He is an artist; he gets paid a million 
and a quarter a picture. 

He stands next to the camera, perfectly 
calm. “Action,” says Schrader, and Scott 
leaps into the shot, twitching like a man 
having a stroke, screaming at the top of his 
range. 

Behind me Season Hubley whispers, “I 
don't believe him...” 


PORNO SATURATION 

Next to the bottles of Hap-Penis (Easy 
Come, Easy Grow), Orgy Butter, Joy Jell 
Grape-Flavored Lubricant, and Emotion 
Lotion (Gets Hot When You Blow on It), 
there's a rug, a foam pad, a towel hung ona 
nail in the wall. This place is Love at the Top. 
Down the hall a woman in a tight T-shirt will 
accept BankAmericard, and all the walls 
are moving in and out. 

Across the sound stage, next to a table 
saw in the carpentry shop, twenty-one- 
year-old Leslie Ackerman is trying to take 
off George C. Scott's conservative, gray 
business suit. “How come you're still 
dressed?” she asks. 

“Where's the bastard who runs this shit- 
hole?” roars Scott. Leslie flashes him a 
sweet, sexy smile and pretends to take off 
her clothes. She pulls her pretend T-shirt 
over her head and steps out of her pretend 
shorts. “One more time,” says Scott. “I'm 
sorry.” 

“No,” says Leslie, “I like this———” She's 
wearing high-altitude, sparkly shoes. She 
has beautiful legs. She's very serious. “Pull 
out your cock,” she says. 

They run the scene again, taking the 
lines in different order. Scott tries out 
moves, reactions. All around them the 


sound stage is roaring—lights are going 
up, sets are coming down, stagehands are 
drilling and sawing and shooting the shit. 
“Boy, they sure come through with those 
meal penalties.” “Hey, Chuck, you got that 
purple up yet?” Neither Scott nor Leslie 
notices the pandemonium; rehearsal time 
is too precious. Nor do crew members give 
the actors more than a passing glance. 
Everyone is a pro. 

After ten minutes Schrader strolls over 
and leans against a ladder, watching, his 
face noncommittal. Finally, he says, “Leslie, 
remember, you're in this totally for the 
money. The way this scam works is that the 
price keeps going up. Also, you're not 
spaced enough. | want you to play this 
about half a Quaalude down.” 

“Can we try it again?” she says. 

“Of course,” says Scott, and they run it 
again. This time her smile is not sweet, but it 
promises more action. “Thank you ever so 
much,” says Scott. 

“Thank you,” says Leslie. 

When they move onto the set with the Joy 
Jell and the Orgy Butter, photographers 
close in and Leslie begins to look a trifle 
panicky. But she's not the star, and the set 
doesn’t close. And when she pulls off her 
shirt, fifty people are watching. Still, she 


Paul Schrader choreographs one of the film's more intimate scenes. Despite what the director Says,a /ot of people still think sex is dirty —and will pay for the 
privilege of proving it at $3.50 a ticket. After all, no one ever lost a dime by packaging sex to look like art. 
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pulls it off like a pro; and by the time she's 
done it twenty times, most of the spectators 
are gone anyway. "I'll have to see this movie 
when it comes out,” says script supervisor 
Betsy Norton, heading for the coffee wag- 
on. “It'll bring back memories of porno 
saturation.” 


LUSCIOUS WHIP LADIES 
Monochromatic red light, bright and dizzy- 
ing, gleams on a wall of whips and leather 
harnesses. Mistress Victoria, tall, tough, 
and barely stuffed into a rhinestoned cor- 
set, black net stockings, and over-the-el- 
bow gloves, stifles a yawn. “This is going to 
be along, long day,” she murmurs, arching 
her back. In confirmation, her breasts come 
unstuffed. Hardly anyone notices; Victoria 
examines her nails. 

Today is the big fight in the House of 
Bondage. Scott and a stunt man will slug 
their way through four rooms and three 
breakaway walls to the screams of dazzling 
dominants Victoria, Snow, and Kathi and to 
the groans of a startled client who turns out 
to be the casting director in a straitjacket. 
Even the crew is excited; they may be 
overdosed on tits and ass, but luscious 
whip ladies are another thing. 

The House of Bondage is an elaborate 


set, with each room devoted to a different 
S&M fantasy and illumined with a different 
color light: yellow for “Cell Block 3," green 
for the Louis XIV bedroom, blue for the 
medieval torture chamber, red for the re- 
ception area. The walls are special 
breakaways made from balsa wood and 
plastic foam, and there are several dupli- 
cates just in case. Schrader decides to use 
one of the dupe walls for a rehearsal, sets it 
up in the middle of the stage, and calls for 
his young stunt man to plow through it. 

The old, experienced stunt man gives 
the kid some tips. “Go right through the 
middle,” he says. “Don't catch your foot on 
the wood at the bottom. And it’s gonna 
break; so hit it as hard as you can." The kid 
nods, trades a few punches with Scott, and 
hurls himself into the wall, But the wall 
doesn't break; it falls over, and the kid falls 
flat on top of it. 

Horrified carpenters tap their way along 
the wall. Right in the middle they find a 
carpenter's stud, and it doesn't look much 
like balsa wood. After a while they bring 
over the guy who built the wall, and Schra- 
der punches the wall for his benefit, over 
and over, harder and harder. “This is sup- 
posed to be a breakaway wall!” he shouts, 
slamming his fist into it as hard as he can. 


“This is supposed to be a breakaway wall!” 
Schrader's smile is not nice to see. 


MORE SIN FOR MY MONEY 
Schrader knows movies backward and 
forward, including the fact that no one ever 
lost a dime by packaging sex to look like 
art. Nonetheless, his intentions seem hon- 
orable. “It's a morality play,” he says. ‘After 
you take down the white-picket fence of 
traditional morality, where do you set it up 
again?” He gives this line to all the report- 
ers; it's too good to use just once. 

“We are a sex-oriented culture,” he goes 
on. “Everything is merchandised through 
sex. Fifty years ago the hooker had to jus- 
tify herself to the bourgeoisie; now the 
bourgeois has to justify himself to the 
hooker and her world. In a way, the George 
C. Scott character is the mystery man. He's 
a Calvinist, he goes to church, he believes 
in social order, he believes that he will be 
redeemed. He's my father, and | love the 
idea of making my father into a tour guide of 
sex-oriented America." 

In asense, then, Hardcore is a metaphor- 
ic version of Schrader's own ideological 
journey and a mirror for his moral ambiva- 
lence. He was brought up in the strict Chris- 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 200 


eel 
“The George C. Scott character is the mystery man," explains Paul Schrader. “He's a Calvinist, he goes to church, he believes in social order, he believes 
that he will be redeemed. He's my father, and | love the idea of making my father into a tour guide of sex-oriented America.” 
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PENTHOUSE INTERVIEW 


MORT SAHL 


® 


Since Kennedy's death, 
we haven't had a presidential election 
that wasn't the result of 
intelligence-agency manipulation, 
usually through gunfire. 


2 


thas now been more than a quarter of a centurysince 

Mort Sahl first began attacking nearly every aspect of 

Western civilization—no easy trick for a philosopher to 

sustain, let alone a stand-up comedian. At fifty-one, 
Sahl remains a savagely brilliant man who teeters on the 
edge of outrage. When he started out as a comic, he would 
end his act by asking, “Is there any group | haven't of- 
fended?" Often enough, audiences truthfully couldn't think 
of any that Sahl had spared. Over the decades, the targets 
of his salvos have shifted from Bobby Baker to Robert 
Vesco, from segregation to school busing, from Hollywood 
blacklists to the glorification of blacklisted writers and 
actors—he has seen it all and scorned it all. 

A Will Rogers with fangs, Sahl has rarely met a politician 
he didn't dislike. In fact, his very first political joke earned 
him his first nightclub job. In 1953, auditioning for a seven- 
ty-five-dollar-a-week stand at San Francisco's hungry i, a 
small basement cafe, he described the latest in right-wing 
fashion, the Joseph McCarthy jacket—an Ike jacket with 
an extra zipper that fits across the mouth. That and simi- 
larly audacious jibes—coming at a time when McCar- 
thyism was to some degree stifling dissent in America— 
helped earn the Los Angeles-raised comedian a loyal 
following of collegians and beatniks, and within months he 
was regarded as a spokesman for the nation's alienated 
youth. Sahl rose rapidly to stardom, and he was soon 
appearing in major nightclubs, on television, on Broadway, 
and in films. He also recorded the first best-selling comedy 
albums that didn't come wrapped in brown paper. In the 
course of doing all that, he ushered in a new age of com- 
edy, and in his wake came such talented performers as 
Lenny Bruce, Shelley Berman, Mike Nichols and Elaine 
May, and Bob Newhart, all of whom, like Sahl, viewed 
American life through less than rose-colored glasses. 

Sahl’s sharpest barbs have always been reserved for 
presidents and presidential pretenders, and he's never 
played favorites irrhis choice of targets. Thus Sahl in 1956: 
“Eisenhower is for integration, but gradually. Adlai Steven- 
son, on the other hand, is for integration, but moderately. It 
may be possible to reach a compromise between those 
two extremes.” Although he wrote jokes for John F Ken- 
nedy during the 1960 presidential campaign, he didn't pull 
his punch lines in JFK's favor. “We've finally got a choice 
between the lesser of two evils," he told audiences that 
year. “Richard Nixon wants to sell the country—and John F. 
Kennedy wants to buy it.” When Kennedy was elected, 


Sahl emceed a massive victory party in the Los Angeles 
Coliseum, where he announced to more than 100,000 
Democrats that Nixon had sent the following congratula- 
tory telegram to Joseph P. Kennedy: “You haven't lost a son. 
You've gained a country," 

By then, Sahl had become a close friend of JFK's; yet he 
continued to poke fun at the new president—and was soon 
ostracized by the people around Kennedy. “My position 
was that of Marlon Brando in One-Eyed Jacks,” he recalls. 
“When Karl Malden—the friend who robbed banks with 
him—becomes a pious sheriff, Brando says, ‘Hey, you 
might be the sheriff, but I'm still a bank robber’ Well, in the 
same way, | didn’t care who was president. | was still a 
comedian who made jokes about presidents.” 

Sahl's life changed when John F. Kennedy was assassi- 
nated. “| was standing there saying, ‘How did he die?’ and 
people in power were saying, ‘Gee, Mort's gone crazy—he 
can't get past his grief.’ There was divine irony in that.” 
Rejecting the Warren Commission Report, Sahl virtually 
dropped out of show business to spend much of 1965-69 
actively aiding the assassination investigation conducted 
by former New Orleans district attorney Jim Garrison. 
When he did perform, his act often seemed to consist of 
contentious discourses on who killed JFK, and his career 
almost collapsed. He still retains his dark vision of recent 
American history—and recent disclosures of government 
activity have done nothing to discredit his views. 

Penthouse recently sent free-lancer Lawrence Linder- 
man to interview Sahl in Los Angeles. Linderman reports: 
“Mort Sahl has lost none of his ire, fire, or energy. A nonstop 
talker whose thoughts come spilling out in connections that 
resemble jazz riffs, Sahl has changed very little over the 
years. Slender and of medium height, Sahl keeps himself 
in excellent shape and could easily pass for being ten 
years younger than his age. 

“When | arrived at his home in Beverly Hills, Sahl had just 
completed the second of three screenplays he's writ- 
ten—and sold—in the past year or su, and we briefly 
discussed the mixed pleasures of sitting down to a type- 
writer every day. Sahl's glittering, vulpine smile is still very 
much in evidence, as is his unconscious habit of punctuat- 
ing his sentences with a two-second burst of laughter. Yet 
Sahl is an essentially serious and angry man, and not the 
least of his anger involves his own odyssey as a performer. 
With that in mind, | began our conversation by inquiring 
about the current state of his career.” 
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Penthouse: Over the years you've acquired 
areputation for being more of ascold thana 
comedian. Do you think that's a bum rap? 
Sahl: Sure | do, but that's not just a mis- 
take—it's the result of a lot of ax grinding by 
enemies of mine. First of all, | wouldn't dare 
lecture an audience—'d get lynched. 

Listen, this year | saw Dick Gregory come 
into a nightclub in Los Angeles and give a 
speech on morality; I've never done that. | 
don't think there's anything especially vir- 
tuous about perceiving the world in certain 
ways. I'm involved in trying to shape what | 
see economically into a gag; and when |'m 
on stage, it’s like four laughs a minute. I'm in 
the comedy business, and it's amazing 
what you can learn from it. 

Penthouse: Such as? 

Sahl: Well, in'72 the Las Vegas Hilton built a 
lounge for me called the Vestal Virgin. It's a 
discotheque now, but for three years it was 
my room; no one else worked there. | did 
two shows every night, exactly forty-five 
minutes each, and right away | learned how 
to cut out all the fat and do punch lines. You 
couldn't take for granted that all the people 
in that audience were with you every inch of 
the way; so the act had to have enough 
punctuation—like very lively jazz—to hold 
everyone's attention. A lot of good jokes 
came out of that experience for me. 

For instance, | was at the Hilton when 
Frank Sinatra went to Australia and was 
barred from performing there. The head of 
one of the unions told Sinatra to get out of 
Australia, but a couple of days later he 
turned around and said, “| changed my 
mind. Mr. Sinatra is a great artist.” My ques- 
tion was, Why did the guy reverse his posi- 
tion? And | told the audience, “Well, he 
woke up and found a kangaroo head on his 
pillow,” which at the time was a very topical 
joke. 

| learned how to mix new jokes and old 
jokes all at once. When Airport '75 came 
out, | quoted the line where the stewardess 
is bringing in the 747 all by herself and 
says, “Salt Lake City, you look good to me.” 
| had someone else in the cockpit saying, 
“You can imagine the stress she's under.” 
Coming off that, | could use an old joke. Salt 
Lake City is a Mormon community. So I'd 
talk about the Jewish guy who becomes a 
Mormon and now has nine wives—and is 
abused by all of them. 

There was a lot of repeat business, which 
was good for the discipline, because it 
meant changing the material for every 
show. I'd just open up the Washington Post, 
and the audience would wait until | picked 
out different stories to comment on. 
Penthouse: Do your audiences expect you 
to work with a newspaper? 

Sahl: I've always done that, but | have to be 
aware of the changes that have taken 
place. When | started out in 1953, the 
newspaper was really the bible, and | could 
attack newspapers because they were 
powerful. But after a while newspapers be- 
came irrelevant, and now everybody is into 
television; so if | frame a joke in terms of 
something said on “Meet The Press," it 
gives audiences a better frame of refer- 
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ence than a newspaper story does. The 
message is: you can't kid pygmies. The 
same thing, by the way, is true of our politi- 
cians, slarling al the top. 

Penthouse: With President Carter? 

Sahl: Exactly. Jimmy Carter finally made 
the presidency irrelevant. During the last 
election campaign, comedians couldn't 
get anywhere with Carter or Ford because 
they're both pygmies. To me, Carter is a 
born-again Christian who vetoed federal 
funds for abortion in case he wanted to be 
born for the first time. He'll run again, but 
only for spite. 

You remember LBu's line about Jerry 
Ford playing too much football without a 
helmet on? Well, Eugene McCarthy says 
that Carter's playing without a team. He's 
got an unbelievable White House team, 
doesn’t he? It’s a Jong way from Larry 
O'Brien and Pierre Salinger to Jody Powell 
and Hamilton Jordan. Think about the 
president's brother when John F Kenne- 
dy was in the White House, and then look at 
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To me, Carter 
is a born-again Christian 
who vetoed federal funds 
for abortion in case 
he wanted to be 
born for the first time. 
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Jimmy Carter's brother. Does that tell you 
something about what's happened to the 
country? 

Penthouse: Perhaps, but do you think he’s 
done a bad job as president? 

Sahl: He's done so well that he’s just been 
given a new sign for his desk: "The half-a- 
buck stops here.” | really do think Carter 
will have a tough time getting reelected, 
mostly because he'll have Jerry Brown to 
contend with. Brown, of course, studied to 
be apriest and took a vow of silence on the 
major issues. He also has the distinction of 
being the first governor who wants to make 
marijuana compulsory. During the last 
Democratic convention, | was a commen- 
tator for NBC on “The Today Show,” and | 
remember John Glenn being introduced on 
the program as “the first American in 
space.” That was true only if you didn't 
count Jerry Brown, who still hasn't solved 
the reentry problem. Really, if Brown is 
somehow elected president, the nation’s 
loss will be California's gain. 

Penthouse: Do you think he has a good 
chance of beating Carter? 

Sahl: I'm more worried about our chances 
than his. What will he do if he’s elected 
president? The answer | get is: very little. 


Which is why | haven't been disappointed 
with Carter—I never expected anything 
from him in the first place. 

My own choice for the Democratic nomi- 
nation would be Dennis Kucinich. That kid 
is a Democrat, isn't he? | mean, who else 
would pull that on the American people but 
the Democrats? Dennis is still the mayor 
and says he's going to clean up Cleveland 
Even if he does, how could you tell? Actu- 
ally, | don't expect Dennis or Jerry Brown to 
grab the nomination away from Carter, be- 
cause the procedural rules have been 
changed in Carter's favor. 

Penthouse: |s there a Republican who can 
beat him? 

Sahl: Ronald Reagan can beat Carter in 
the South, and Reagan can also beat Car- 
ter hollow in debate. Besides that, he’s 
eight times as colorful as Carter. Reagan 
once said to me, “The post office is a 
shambles, It's not unusual to mail a letter 
within the same city and have it received 
two weeks later.” So | asked him whether, if 
he were president, he would fire the people 
in charge of the postal service. And he 
said, “No, but I'd mail them their checks.” 

The liberals don't like Reagan, although 
they're the first to kiss his ring, but that's 
another matter. The one thing they can't 
admit to themselves is that Ronald Reagan 
is neither an ogre or a villain. He happens to 
belong to himself, and if he seems to repre- 
sent a group of vested interests, they're not 
the vested interests. They're not vested 
enough, to coin a phrase. 

Nobody ever talks about Jerry Ford any- 
more, but if Reagan runs again, Ford will 
enter the contest and will charge that 
Reagan is an extremist. Reagan really beat 
Ford the last time around, and he could win 
the next one, because he has a way of 
touching the hearts of the Republicans. But 
he won't be nominated, because he 
doesn't belong to the Agency—and Ford 
does. In 1965, Newsweek said that Ford 
was the best friend the CIA had in Con- 
gress, and as we know from some recently 
released FBI files, Ford virtually spied on 
the Warren Commission for J. Edgar 
Hoover. 

In CIA terminology, Ford is a “fireman”; 
that’s inside language meaning that even if 
you call Ford on a Sunday, he'll be there 
He'll be there to serve on the Warren Com- 
mission; he'll be there to serve as an interim 
president. With Ford, the military and intel- 
ligence agencies are saying that they own 
the store and that they're going to have their 
guy in the White House. Watergate was the 
last assertion by the intelligence agencies 
and the Pentagon that they're not going to 
take any chances. They removed the last 
president who had any human responses 
After Nixon, it was time to send in the 
clones. 

Penthouse: You believe that the Pentagon 
and the intelligence agencies brought 
about the downfall of Richard Nixon? 

Sahl: Don't you think it's interesting that the 
“smoking pistol” tape was discovered by 
General Alexander Haig? He's not a com- 
bat officer; he's the guy who killed the pot 
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scandal at West Point. Haig was willing to 
give up his pension to become chief of staff 
to the president, and he was also willing to 
try to make a deal with Jaworski. Yeah, | 
think Watergate was a setup, but I'm not 
saying Nixon was innocent—that's not 
quite the point. The point is that Nixon was 
their guy all his life, and when it was time to 
get rid of him, they got rid of him. It’s really 
like the Mafia, except the Mafia has a code. 
These guys have no code. 

Penthouse: You almost sound as if you were 
sorry to see Nixon go. Were you? 

Sahl: Well, | never thought being a good 
American was just to damn Nixon. | kind of 
miss him, myself. Nixon was very definite; 
he was a human being and had the pas- 
sions of a human being. If you don't believe 
me, look at what replaced him. 
Penthouse: |f you're equally at odds with 
Nixon, Ford, and Carter, where does that 
leave you politically? 

Sahl: I'm an anticollectivist, which in the 
past has been mistaken for meaning left- 
wing. I'm not left-wing, and I'm not cynical, 
anarchistic, or nihilistic. | just hate stam- 
pedes, which is why, even though | had 
great admiration for John F Kennedy, | 
didn't endorse him. I'm very antigroup— 
and in that sense I'm very American 
Penthouse: A rugged misanthrope? 

Sahl: No, | don't hate everyone. | just see 
myself in the role of the opposition, and if 
there were only two people left alive on 
earth and they were me and my lawyer, then 
I'd oppose him. That's Jeremiah in the Bi- 
ble, raising hell to keep people from feeling 
too comfortable with what they are. 

The reason the Democrats have always 

liked me is that when | started doing politi- 
cal humor, they were out of office, and | 
naturally went after the incumbents—and 
Richard Nixon was vice-president. In a way, 
! rode in front of the Democrats with a 
lance, and in the 1960 elections | really 
knocked Nixon out of the box for them. That 
sounds like a large statement, but in his 
book JFK: The Man and the Myth, Victor 
Lasky says | was one of four people who 
cost Nixon the election 
Penthouse: Do you remember the first joke 
you ever told about Nixon? 
Sahl: Yeah, it was during the Cold War. The 
line was that every time the Russians throw 
an American in jail, Nixon throws an Ameri- 
can in jail to show them they can't get away 
with it. Nixon was a good, round character, 
which was why, later on, | could get big 
laughs with stories like Nixon getting off a 
plane in Moscow and joining Brezhnev in 
placing a wreath on the tomb of the un- 
known grain trader. The last joke | told 
about him was on his birthday a couple of 
years ago. | asked the crowd, “Did any- 
body buy Nixon a birthday present? Gee, 
he's a hard guy to shop for—it's tough to 
get him anything he hasn't already taken.” 
And then | stopped doing Nixon jokes, be- 
cause everyone was doing them. | ham- 
mered at Nixon for twenty years, and | may 
have helped unseat the right, but what 
came after them—the liberals—hasn't 
been much better for the country. 


Penthouse: Exactly what is your argument 
with liberals? 

Sahl: | usually call them social democrats, 
which is what they're called in Germany 
and Sweden. When the right wing says, 
“How much is this war gonna cost?” and 
the left wing is totally against it, the social 
democrats are the guys standing up sing- 
ing Deutschland Uber Alles with tears run- 
ning down their cheeks. 

The social democrats were all those 
people in Congress voting to go to Vietnam 
to prove to Republicans that they weren't 
Communists. What they've brought us is 
inflation so fierce that it's now almost im- 
possible for young people to buy a home. 
Jobs are out; people can get lots of money 
in unemployment but no jobs—liberals 
don't give those out. The young people 
didn't want to go to Vietnam, and the liber- 
als brought you that. But then young 
people don't want to go anywhere else, 
which | find quite interesting. Liberals also 
brought you the new egalitarianism. Now 
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| want to tell 
you something about the 
corporate world: 
men will not help men, 
because of 
sexual competition. 
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it's not America that's at stake; it's Indians’ 
rights and the question of who's going to kill 
the seals and how. They've also given us 
women's rights, gay rights, and ambiguous 
sexuality. Think of the madness: a hetero- 
sexual is now defined as someone who 
lusts after the opposite sex, a condition for 
which you almost have to apologize. 
Penthouse: Are you sure you can blame all 
that on the liberals? 

Sahl: Oh boy, can I! They've been running 
the world for forty years. In America liberals 
are people who read the New York Times on 
Sunday and worry about Africa and the 
Indians in order to pay off their guilt for 
copping out to keep the job and the house. 
They're a bunch of guys who say, “I'd better 
get down to the hospital—my wife is giving 
birth so that we can all share.” 

They also love to moan about Lenny 
Bruce, because that fable pleases them. 
Bruce is their self-serving metaphor be- 
cause he got crucified. They like anybody 
who got crucified, anybody who didn't 
make it, because it tells them that heroism 
is foolhardy. 

Penthouse: Do you have anything good to 
say about liberals? 
Sahl: Well, they're excellent at revisionist 


history. In the movie he wrote about Martin 
Luther King, Jr, Abby Mann—another 
great liberal—_presented Jack Kennedy in 
the worst possible light. According to him, 
Kennedy wasn't really concerned about 
civil rights, and I'll openly say that that's a 
lie. What's sadder still is that no black an- 
swered. | don't know why, but perhaps it's 
for the same reason that after King’s death 
five white men | knew began investigating 
the assassination, but | didn't hear about 
any blacks doing the same. They were 
busy crying. 

Now, that’s harsh, but it’s time that it be 
said. lf that makes them mad, let them 
channel their anger, but not through coer- 
cion, or by keeping Dr. William Shockley 
from speaking at Stanford. Let them go out 
and build a better mousetrap. This is 
America, and that's what it’s for. 

Anyway, to pursue the point of revisionist 
history: the liberals said they'd love Jack 
Kennedy forever, but they've already de- 
serted him, which should give you some 
idea of their fidelity. They have nothing 
good to say about him now, and do you know 
why? It's plain and simple psychology. If 
Kennedy smoked marijuana in the White 
House, and if he slept with women other 
than his wife, and if you think he wasn't 
prepared to be president, well, then, you 
can consider him an ambitious rich man's 
son, a ne’er-do-well. Therefore, you don't 
have to ask who killed him, because he 
really didn't deserve to live. On the other 
hand, if you think Kennedy was a worth- 
while man who stood up to the Pentagon 
and the ClA—which acted in concert to 
murder him so that they could escalate the 
war in Vietnam—then you have to ask, 
“Why was he killed?” | don’t think liberals 
want to ask why. | think liberals have no 
appetite for combat. 

Penthouse: You certainly do. Is it possible 
that you're too combative to be a come- 
dian? 

Sahl: In theory it is, but not in practice. 
There's a certain hypocrisy you have to 
point out to people, but | don't believe in 
being cruel. Which is why | don't like that 
“Saturday Night Live" bunch. They were 
doing jokes about Totie Fields’ amputation 
and about Franco being dead—that's 
merciless, in the sense that dead people 
can't fight back. | think it shows we've gone 
from satire to parody to mockery, and | don't 
like it. Of course, there really isn't too much 
television humor that | do like. 

Penthouse: Why not? 

Sahl: First of all, there's no sexuality to it. | 
believe humor has a great heterosexuality 
of attitude. Men have an outlook on the 
world, and | don't find it in television humor 
now; the men look castrated. When a talk 
show guy says, “Tune in tomorrow when my 
guests will be Ted Knight, Paul Lynde, 
Gavin McCloud, and John Ritter,” don't you 
see how soppy that is? | mean, there isn'ta 
clenched fist among them. By the same 
token, Lena Horne, Diahann Carroll, and 
Julie London all had a sexual threat in their 
presence. Those were women that you had 
to deal with. 
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Penthouse: Do you feel that Woody Allen is 
today's humorist? 

Sahl: Let me redefine that for you: I'm 
Freud, and he is Jung. | think guys like Allen 
and Mel Brooks are Xeroxes, and very pale 
ones, because you see, | think every idea 
has an audience. | further think that when 
you have an audience, you've got to say 
something to them. Something. | don't think 
they do that. First of all, Woody Allen is still 
locked into the fifties. | mean, whining 
about not making out is really out of date. 
The loser syndrome of the Jewish guy who 
can't get the girl is very dated. Brooks also 
shows his age in his comedy. Mel is still 
doing nonsense syllables. 

Penthouse: Why does that bother you? 
Sahl: Well, although they don’t have much 
else in common, | think Mel and Woody 
both avoid dealing with issues. In other 
words, | think that, intellectually, they have a 
position on things—just as | do—but that 
they don't think it pays. | also think they're 
both vaguely anti-Semitic. 

Penthouse: Mel! Brooks and Woody Allen 
are anti-Semites? 

Sahl: Yeah. Their Jew is the hero’s friend 
who can't fight. He works in the office while 
the other guys are in combat, which is really 
dated if you think about Israel. Meanwhile, 
all the novelists have been picking on 
Jewish girls—the yenta, the Jewish prin- 
cess, the terrible first wife. Normal Mailer 
says, “Something turns sour in them before 
they are middle-aged.” Nothing turns sour 
in Norman Mailer, of course, because he's 
writing The Book. 

Jewish girls—and |'m half serious 
now—have no place to go. A Jewish male 
can Say, “I’m not going to be discriminated 
against. I'm an American.” What can a 
Jewish girl say? I've got all their books, and 
I'll tell you what they say. The more strident 
ones become Erica Jong, Phyllis Chesler, 
and that bunch, and they rave about the 
guys being no damn good and say that 
they don’t need them. That's where the 
madness starts. You see, as much as I've 
indicted women—and | have—I never said 
you didn't need them. | was mad because 
you did need them and they weren't always 
available. 

Penthouse: You sound as if you're an ar- 
dent foe of the women's movement. Do you 
disagree with their goals—for instance, 
their desire for equality in employment? 

Sahl: | want to tell you something about the 
corporate world: men will not help men, 
because of sexual competition. Homosex- 
uals will always help homosexuals, be- 
cause they feel oppressed and because 
they also feel a spirit of brotherhood and 
kinship. But women will devour women. 
They're the only thing worse in business 
than men are. And when they get their 
equality in business, they'd better be as 
insensitive as we are. But the fact is, they 
have no mercy for one another. They're re- 
ally not sisters. That's hokum. And even if 
you take a step back and say they're no 
better than the guys, it means that their 
revolution is a lie. It means that everybody, 
given the same opportunity, is as corrupt as 
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everybody else, no matter which sex. 

The joke on women, you see, is love. 
They've got a grand master plan of manipu- 
lation, but they get hung up because they 
fall in love. Man has a master plan, too, but 
nature's joke on him is sex, which hangs 
him up. As that might indicate, I'm a Freu- 
dian; | always dug Freud and still do, even 
though the women’s liberation movement 
wants to burn his books. Boy, was he onto 
them! 

Penthouse: Why do you think women want 
to burn Freud's works? 

Sahl: Because he said, "Anatomy is des- 
tiny.” Freud saw two branches of the human 
army, one female and one male. He knew 
that the core of men’s fear was not being 
able to perform sexually, and he knew that 
the core of women’s neurosis was being 
sheltered and then abandoned. But women 
won't admit it anymore, even in their choice 
of language. For instance, guys in Califor- 
nia used to say, “I laid this chick.” After a 
while | heard girls around the jazz world 
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| see myself in 
the role of the opposition, 
and if there were 
only two people left alive 
on earth and they 
were me and my lawyer, then 
I'd oppose him. 
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saying, “This guy balled me,” and then it 
became, “We balled.” | now hear girls 
saying—and this really pains me, because 
| hate the word—"! fucked this guy.” But 
women don't; it's not an equal situation. 
That’s almost like a guy saying he had a sex 
change operation and became a woman. 

| hate to sound like a doctor at a conven- 
tion, but aman can’t become a woman and 
vice versa, because biological determina- 
tion is irrevocable. Even if Howard Cosell 
sits there interviewing Renee Richards, it’s 
still irrevocable; you can mess around with 
it, but you can’t change your sex. The funny 
part about what's really wrong here is that 
I'm approaching the world seriously, and 
most people approach it as if it were a 
shuck. If you pin these women down, they 
don't defend their position. They say, “Well, 
it's all jive.” 
Penthouse: You're obviously very much of a 
show business pro; yet soon after John F. 
Kennedy's death, you absented yourself 
from comedy in order to investigate his as- 
sassination. What led you to do that? 
Sahl: | did it because that event is the 
watershed of my life and the watershed of 
this generation. People don't realize that 
one of the reasons why we can’t get on with 


the business of living is that we never set- 
tled the issue. | addressed myself to it be- 
cause | thought somebooy better resolve it. 
And in the process, | went from making a 
million dollars one year to $19,000 the next 
year to nothing the year after that. I'd turn 
on the television and hear about “all these 
guys who are making a fortune off Ken- 
nedy's cadaver.” They'd accuse you of 
making a fortune when you were really 
committing economic suicide. 

Or else you were “paranoid.” Remember 
paranoia? | single-handedly removed that 
word from the dictionary just by looking into 
a can of worms and then trying to do what | 
could about it. But a lot of people ran from 
what we found, and others went into shock. 
One phrase | often used to hear was "I can't 
bring myself to believe...." You know, | 
thought the revelations uncovered by 
people like Jim Garrison of New Orleans 
would make everybody go through the 
chimney, but nobody did. / did. Yet at the 
same time | tried not to go the other way— 
into cynicism. In the meantime, | also came 
to my conclusions. 

Penthouse: Which were? 

Sahl: | think CIA manipulation is deep into 
our Culture, and it’s there to make us think 
that the executive branch, through Water- 
gate, is rat-infested, and that the legislative 
branch—via Wayne Hays and Korea- 
gate—is also rat-infested. The next step is 
to discredit the courts in order to make 
people feel so lost that they'll be more pli- 
able for whatever comes next. 

| didn't believe all this when | started, but 
man, !'ve been to the gallows too many 
times in this country. There's obviously a 
scenario going on, because events keep 
going in one direction no matter who wins. 
And the scenario is this: to bankrupt both 
countries, the U.S. and Russia, short of the 
brink, to the advantage of state capitalism 
in Russia and individual capitalism in the 
United States. As part of that scenario, our 
country is still being ruled by the same 
people, who aren't elected. Ellsworth 
Bunker is eighty-six, but he’s still sitting 
there at the Panama Canal. Open up a 
copy of Fortune magazine, and you'll see 
that the same money is still deciding what 
happens in America. The fact is, we've got 
a comatose body politic. The conservatives 
are out, but the little old ladies in tennis 
shoes and the right-wing retired firemen 
were never the money people to begin with. 
Penthouse: Tell us if we're reading you 
wrong, but we get the feeling you trust con- 
servatives far more than you do liberals. 
Sahl: | don't think you've got it wrong. For a 
long time something was bothering me: | 
couldn't stand the people who were on my 
side. Everybody | knew was a liberal, and 
yet | still had to lock my door at night. But 
conservatives don’t blow with the wind. | 
remember when director Mark Rydell, a 
good liberal from New York, went to work on 
The Cowboys with John Wayne. He ap- 
proached the film with great apprehension, 
but it was a big step ahead for Rydell. In 
fact, it was one of those career-building 
jobs you should take for nothing in return. 
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But Wayne came to him and said, “I'm 
going to give you a piece of this picture.” So 
a conservative like Wayne deals in equity. 
George Wallace happens to be a friend of 
mine, and | know that Wallace will believe 
the same thing next week that he believes 
now. 

You know, it isn't that | embrace conser- 
vatism as opposed to liberalism. It's just 
that liberalism seems to be a way sta- 
tion—a halfway house, if you will—for 
people who were once on the left and are 
on their way through a period of castration 
to wherever their opportunism will let them 
light. It's interesting: liberals no longer say 
the Warren Commission Report is a lie; they 
just say, “We hope it's the truth.” Oddly 
enough, conservatives are the only people 
who now say the Warren Commission Re- 
port is a lie. 

Penthouse: Aside from your personal feel- 
ing for JFK, why do you place such impor- 
tance on the Warren Commission Report? 
Sahl: Because | think it's self-evident from 
our history that since Kennedy's death we 
haven't had a presidential election that 
wasn't the result of intelligence-agency 
manipulation, usually through gunfire. 

Let me be specific here. Jack Kennedy 
was removed from the 1964 elections by 
gunfire, and Lyndon Johnson in 1968: esca- 
lation of the war in Vietnam forced him to 
withdraw. Bobby Kennedy, who was sure to 
be elected in '68, was removed by gunfire. 
Also in '68, Martin Luther King says to 


blacks, “You're 22 percent of America. Why 
are you 40 percent of the fighting forces? 
It's a rich man's war.” More gunfire, be- 
cause even though he's not a candidate, 
he’s a leader. In 1972, we have great evi- 
dence of manipulation by agents pro- 
vocateurs to split the Democratic party up 
into a thousand pieces so that Nixon could 
walk in against McGovern. 

In 1976, Jimmy Carter didn't run out of 
money, but Mo Udall did. Don’t get me 
wrong. Udall’s not my candidate, not by a 
long shot. But what kind of Democrat is 
Jimmy Carter? He's not a Democrat at all. 
I'm telling you right now that if Democrats 
had had a choice, it wouldn’t have been 
Jimmy Carter. It probably would have been 
Eugene McCarthy or even Jerry Brown, who 
beat Carter in six states. 

As | said before, Reagan really won the 
Republican convention. Let's stop being 
liberals, and let's be objective. It all points 
to the fact that the intelligence agencies 
aren't going to allow a human being to get 
into the White House. The liberals will now 
claim that Ronald Reagan isn’t a human 
being, but he is. A Ronald Reagan will say, 
“What do you mean there are Cubans in 
Africa and the Panamanians want us to 
give back the canal? Call out the marines!” 
Reagan's passions are his own—and 
they're not part of the script. 

Penthouse: Do you think Ted Kennedy will 
run for President? 
Sahl: | think he should, but | don't think he 


“Look, mister, if you want me to tell you the meaning 
of life, you have got to stop saying ‘bullshit’ after everything | say!” 
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will. I've never publicly said this before, but 
| think he's afraid of being murdered if he 
runs. 

Penthouse: Don't you think that's a well- 
founded fear? 

Sahl: Yes, except | don't go along with the 
press in their saying there's another maniac 
out there waiting for him. The press has 
conditioned the public with phrases like 
“the curse of the Kennedys.” What are they 
talking about? Certainly, it must have oc- 
curred to someone besides me that what 
we're really talking about is the manipula- 
tion of foreign policy—and murder. In fact, 
there's evidence to indicate that Chap- 
paquiddick was a warning to Teddy that if 
he ran for president, he would be mur- 
dered. 

Penthouse: That's a hell of a statement to 
make—and if you can't back it up, you're 
going to look awfully foolish. 

Sahl: | think there’s plenty to back it up. E. 
Howard Hunt testified before the Ervin 
Committee that both he and Tony Ulas- 
cewicz, the Watergate bag-man, were up in 
Chappaquiddick the night Ted Kennedy's 
car went off the bridge. A very interesting 
coincidence, especially when you con- 
sider that Hunt was the guy who falsified 
240 State Department cables attributing 
the death of Diem to JFK. 

Peter Darnet, one of the investigators of 
Martin Luther King’s murder, has devel- 
oped a great deal of evidence about 
Chappaquiddick. In the first place, the Na- 
tional Safety Council verifies that you can't 
push a submerged car door open, given 
the water pressure at the depth Kennedy's 
car was found. And then there were the 
contusions around Kennedy's head, for 
which he was treated—and for which there 
is no evident accidental cause. In other 
words, we feel he was zapped both to warn 
him not to run and to discredit him so that 
he couldn't run. Chappaquiddick was a 
character assassination instead of an ac- 
tual assassination. 

Penthouse: So much of what you've told us 
Cuts so strongly against the grain of public 
opinion that we wonder if you sometimes 
feel as if you're an alien—a kind of stranger 
in a strange land? 

Sahl: Oh, it gets lonely, all right, and if I'd 
been a guy who started out in 1963, | 
would've been driven out of show business 
by now. But I'm a tree with roots, and people 
have wanted to know where the tree went. 

I'll tell you this: | don’t Know how much 
longer | can stick it out here. | don't get a 
hell of a lot of cooperation, and there isn't 
too much nutrition for the soul in Hollywood. 
But I'm going to continue to be a minority 
voice—such a minority!—and |'m just 
going to keep plugging. | think, finally, that 
people may begin to understand what's 
happened to this country. We've gone 
downhill. We've gone from Adlai Stevenson 
to Jimmy Carter, from Thomas Jefferson to 
Jerry Ford, from Oscar Wilde to Gore Vidal, 
and from love to indifference. For me, per- 
sonally, the hardest thing of all is still what | 
said in my book Heartland: finding any- 
body to talk to. Oty 


TALK BACK 


TO TELEVISION 


A new two-way cable experiment 


gives you thirty options for programming, including 


the ability to vote directly on 


candidates and issues that affect your life. 


Whippet, the world champion Frisbee- 

catching dog, plus more mundane mad- 
ness—but right now, it's time to see Cindy's 
tan line! Where do you go to school, 
Cindy?" 

“Grandview,” Cindy says, to semispon- 
taneous cheers from a group of Grandview 
High teens, gathered at the school swim- 
ming pool. 

‘All right!” cries host Michael Young, with 
a suave disco bump. “Now remember, 
Cindy, you can show us your tan line any 
place you think will show you and your tan 
to best advantage.” Young's voice has 
dropped insinuatingly. 

Cindy peels back a bit of suit on her right 
hip, the same as all the other girls did. 
There is more applause by the Grandview 
cheering section. 

‘All right, Cindy! Now it's time to select 
the best tan out of these five lovely contes- 
tants. We'll do it by applause here at the 
pool, but you kids at home, get your Qube 
ready——" 


I: just a minute we'll be meeting Ashley 


Qube, two-way cable television, computer- 
linked to your living-room set, the first par- 
ticipatory television programming in Amer- 
ica, is operational. 

You've seen the big stories everywhere 
about television in the future—all those 
cuddly scenarios of Mom and Dad watch- 
ing Digital Bowling for Yen on the cable 
while, up in her room, Sis, tuned into a 
video disk of the outtakes from “Renaldo 


and Clara," eats computer-generated 
dope flakes and Sonny sets his Sony Be- 
tamax to play back “Playback” from the 
Obscure Film of the Month Club on his 
twenty-foot wall screen. In fact, you've 
been seeing variations on this story for 
years. But nothing much really happened 
in the cable business until now—until 
Qube. 

What is Qube, exactly? It's a console, 
a lightweight black, rectangular box 
equipped with three multi-color channel 
selector rows covering thirty channels in 
three categories—premium yellow, com- 
munity green, and regular television blue. 
The console is slightly smaller but has the 
same ambience as Mr. Spock's “Star Trek" 
Tricorder. Television blue provides eight 
regular broadcast stations from Columbus, 
the home of the Qube system, and India- 
napolis and Cincinnati. Community green 
gets you special Qube programs like this 
one—featuring the fabulous Cindy's Tan 
Line Show on Young’s “Columbus Goes 
Bananaz!” It's a popular early-afternoon 
teen show. Community green also brings 
viewers educational and special interest 
programs. And premium yellow provides 
Pay-television movies, concerts, and the 
world's first and only twenty-four-hour adult 
soft-core movie channel. 

The buttons are arranged this way: tenon 
the left for channel selection, three at the 
bottom for punching in one of the tricolor 
categories, and five buttons on the far right, 
response buttons—the ones everybody, 
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from Time to the Times, has been gaga 
about. Those are the buttons that let you 
“talk back” to your television—two-way but- 
tons of the future, right now ... 

“Now we're ready,” Michael Young says, 
“to vote for the best tan. If you think it's 
Debbi, touch button number one." And on 
the screen block letters flash over Debbi's 
replay peel, inviting you to TOUCH NOW. 

There's no punch or press, not a toggle or 
crank or switch, but Touch Now, the re- 
sponse button for your favorite. Within six 
seconds after you “touch in,” your vote is 
recognized and tabulated by Qube’s com- 
puters. By the time we've seen Cindy's 
flash of skin again, we have not only a win- 
ner but also an exact breakdown of per- 
centages for each contestant. The re- 
sponse made can be programmed for 
multiple-choice questions like this one, or 
for a pure yes/no or other two-button 
choice: “How many of you girls out there 
wear a one-piece suit?” Touch Now. 

One piece—54 percent 
Two piece—46 percent 

There are also a number of other adapta- 
tions for purposes as apparently frivolous 
as these or for quite “purposeful” surveys, 
such as those commissioned by the New 5 
York Times Company (“Who would you like 
to see on the cover of US magazine? John 
Wayne? Kris Kristofferson? . .. Touch Now). 
Or for a casual quiz by the Mayor of Colum- 
bus, Joan Rivers, and the wife of Anwar 
Sadat. The more serious stuff is as follows: 
an official U.S. Food and Drug Administra- 
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tion hearing or a local government meeting, 
in which town planners beam into the living 
rooms of the people they're planning for 
with such questions as, “Do we currently 
have enough small-unit housing? Strongly 
agree? Agree? Neutral? Disagree? 
Strongly Disagree? Touch Now.” 

Although still experimental, Qube is now 
celebrating its first anniversary of operation 
in Columbus, Ohio, as the most sophisti- 
cated cable system in the country. Qube’s 
significance lies beyond the initial gee- 
whizery of its touch-in feature. Warner 
Communications, the conglomerate spe- 
Cializing in leisure services that developed 
and runs Qube, did not put out $20 to $30 
million just to be dazzling, not even to be 
pioneering, and certainly not just to bestow 
video riches on a corner of Columbus. 
Qube is a prototype, aspiring to become 
the first nationally marketable cable televi- 
sion package, adaptable to Anyplace, 
U.S.A. As such, it is a potential colossus in 
the cable business, a field that finally 
seems ready for large and lucrative growth. 
But perhaps the most fascinating aspect of 
Qube is that its own special potential is not 
limited to television; in fact, much of its fu- 
ture may not have anything to do with tele- 
vision at all. 


Deep in the intensely quiet bureaucracy of 
the Federal Communication Commission's 
cable division on a rainy afternoon in Wash- 
ington, William Johnson sat behind a large 
sign which, with doleful bureaucratic 
humor, misspelled his name as “Jonhson.” 
He is chief of Cable Policy Review and De- 
velopment, and he's been reading those 
stories, too, and wondering why nothing 
much has happened. For along time cable 
operators complained that excessive gov- 
ernment regulation stunted their growth 
and prevented innovation. “But when we 
made the new cable regulations in 1972, 
we thought these two-way systems would 
be popping up all over the place,” Johnson 
said. “For a while we got a lot of news 
releases, but the systems all turned out to 
be fakes.” He knows about Qube, of 
course. But like most of the cable industry, 
he prefers to wait and see how it works out. 
Johnson's leg is straddled over the side of 
his chair. He sucks on a Diet Cola. Outside 
his office the halls are empty; heads pop 
hopefully out of other offices at the sound of 
foreign footsteps. 

But even in 1972 the quiet in the cable 
world was deceptive. Soon after that, the 
meetings that would lead to Qube began in 
the offices of Warner Communications. 

“High above 75 Rockefeller Plaza, seven 
men sat around a table, drinking bad cof- 
fee out of paper cups ..." Ron Castell, 
marketing vice-president for Qube, is lay- 
ing out his parable, his own Qube Creation 
Myth. It seems that so many people have 
asked him how it all got started that he's 
formalized the phrases that he usually in- 
tones with more seriousness than he does 
now, in the presence of some of Qube’s 
young staff. 

Ron Castell looks like a prototypical 
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midwestern good guy. Tall and lean, en- 
thusiastic and competent, he’s the kind of 
person you'd expect to be chairman of the 
Ohio State Fair for three years running. His 
responsibilities at Qube are larger than his 
marketing title indicates—he's been a 
spark plug of the Columbus operation from 
the beginning. It was in his office that | first 
heard the company litany about Qube. 
“Television is turning people off,” Castell 
says. "All the surveys show that people are 
fed up and bored with what they're getting. 
We want to offer something different— 
provide a whole range of choices and 
completely new kinds of programming and 
services. Eventually, what we'll have won't 
be television as we know it at all.” Castell 
grins his big grin. He is wearing red sus- 
penders and a blue-and-white-striped train 
engineer-—style suit. Behind his desk is a 
Nixon mask. Billy Joel's next-to-latest 
album looped on the eight-track. “We have 
thirty channels available,” he continues. “At 
any given time you can watch one of five 
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“There was no 
margin for error. When 
we turned it on 
for the first time, there 
were a lot of 
tears. It worked.” 
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movie channels. There are two perfor- 
mance channels. You can learn back- 
gammon or business writing, watch wom- 
en's archery or the Slovak National Ballet, 
or use the Qube response buttons and par- 
ticipate. There's never been anything like 
this before. We're just beginning to learn 
what it can do.” Castell leans back, very 
much in the catbird seat. 

“Silvermania” is the new Qube pro- 
gramming chief Harlan Kleiman’s term 
for the networks’ mass-attitude, lowest- 
common-denominator programming, as at- 
tested to by Fred Silverman's inveterate 
network hopping. Because of the econom- 
ics of cable and especially the pay-per- 
view system on Qube's premium channels 
(you pay only for each program you watch), 
Qube can offer specialized programming 
attractive to a number of relatively small 
constituencies. Qube clearly sees itself as 
building a national alternative to the net- 
work system. Of course, Qube co-opts Sil- 
vermania by carrying network programs on 
its regular channels. “If they want to watch 
this week's ‘Rhoda’ or the seventeenth 
rerun of ‘Gilligan's Island,’ that’s fine; they 
can do it," Castell says. “But now they have 
a hell of a lot of other choices.” 


Warner was already in the cable 
business—it was the first to offer pay- 
television in 1972—when the first meetings 
on Qube (High atop Rockefeller Plaza, 
seven men around a table, bad coffee, 
Paper cups) began. Cable was a profitable 
item for Warner, and it was apt to continue 
growing. Some seventy communities were 
wired in 1950, but by 1978 there were 
nearly 4,000, with 13 million subscribers. 
Inherent factors favored cable's future, too; 
cable carries the more delicate color signal 
with better clarity than broadcast does. 
Also, the electromagnetic spectrum, the air 
upon which broadcast television rides, can 
accommodate far fewer signals than cable 
does. Not even the sky is cable's limit—just 
the technical ability to divide the wire and 
amplify the signals, which are getting bet- 
ter all the time. In fact, cable's future is 
practically guaranteed, according to the 
1971 Sloan Commission Report on Cable 
Communications, in which was enunciated 
what might be called the Sloan Syllogism: 
with all the other signals for everything from 
CB radio to spy satellites lining up to de- 
mand spectrum space, because there’s no 
other way for them to be carried, and with 
television being the only broadcast 
medium that can be practicably sent 
through wires—and assuming that expan- 
sion in signals is in the cards—then: cable 
is, ipso facto, the future of television. 

Cable's potential was widely recognized 
years ago. The National Cable Television 
Association listed the possibilities ina 1972 
pamphlet. They included separate chan- 
nels devoted to local programming, chil- 
dren’s shows, course-credit education, 
consumer information, specialized pro- 
gramming beamed to specific sets (medi- 
cal stuff sent only to hospitals, etc.), and, of 
course, two-way television. But it was just 
talk. Most cable companies did little more 
than wire up a town to a big antenna, bring 
in a few out-of-state stations and maybe a 
movie, and rake in the monthly fees: let 
them watch promises. The question Warner 
looked at, after singular reception of “Mon- 
day Night Football” and “Charlie's Angels” 
and Grand Forks’ gander at what television 
is like in Salt Lake (the same), plus your 
local weather on the screen twenty-four 
hours a day, was, What else would people 
Pay for that would be technically possible 
and economically feasible to produce? 

Some guides were available: the Sloan 
Report predicted that the most practical 
two-way or, in cable parlance, “interactive” 
system would be “digital response.” The 
response buttons. An IBM study concluded 
that the most profitable system would be 
one that offered a full range of components, 
a grab bag of cable's potential. So Warner 
came up with a package exactly like that, 
with digital response, and called it (for no 
reason anyone will announce except that it 
sounds good—sort of multidimensional) 
“Qube.” 

At this point the Qube story starts to ac- 
quire its mythic ring. Once the big decision 
was made to proceed (High atop ... men 
... Coffee), Warner went at it with an effort 


that Warner Cable Chairman Gustave 
Hauser not inappropriately compares to 
that of the U.S. space program. There was 
hardware to invent and refine, software to 
create, technical performance to be 
achieved, and program concepts to be 
conceived, tested, and realized. From the 
very beginning Hauser dealt with sea- 
soned television professionals: he got 
former CBS and Children's Television 
Workshop idea man Michael Dann, who 
brought along Vivian Horner from Harvard 
and CTW to develop the children’s and 
educational channels. He got Harlan 
Kleiman from Home Box Office to develop 
premium programming. In on the process 
from the beginning were Michael Mar- 
covsky, who was widely experienced in film 
and television, and Spencer Harrison, who 
had logged some twenty years on the busi- 
ness side at CBS. To hold down the fort in 
Columbus, Ron Castell came in with his 
experience in radio marketing. 

They put together teams. Like the Apollo 
program, they had to advance the state of 
the art in many areas along the way in order 
to achieve their goal—to build and launch 
the first television vehicle of its kind and 
land it in Columbus (where Warner already 
operated a conventional system) by 1978. 

The key concept of the Qube system is 
the marriage of cable and computer. It had 
never been done quite like this before. And 
it is awesome: one computer sweeps the 
system every six seconds to note which 
sets are on, what they're tuned to, and 
which response button was last touched 
When responses are asked for, another 
computer figures out which sets vote for 
what and does the computations. A third 
computer knows to whom each set be- 
longs; it's used for billing for the pay-per- 
view premium channels and occasionally 
for identifying viewers for other purposes, 
such as awards to game winners. (Qube 
claims always to alert viewers that this will 
be done before they participate in such 
games and surveys. In all such instances 
that | saw, they did.) The computers are 
what makes the response button system 
work; they also enable Qube to have instant 
ratings on all programs at all times. The 
billing computer makes possible the pay- 
per-view as well as the extra services, such 
as ordering merchandise and having it 
added to the Qube bill. These are the com- 
puters’ basic cable services, but they can 
do much more—as we shall see. 

So, on December 1, 1977, the wedding 
day—Qube Day in Columbus (A day you'll 
tell your grandchildren about," says a pub- 
licity poster)—fingers were crossed and 
breaths were held in Master Control. “If any 
one system failed, everything would fail,” 
Hauser said. “There was no margin for er- 
ror. When we turned it on for the first time, 
there were a lot of tears It worked.” 

After the wedding came the honeymoon. 
In Columbus some 300 predominantly 
young (average age twenty-eight), excited, 
and somewhat startled employees moved 
into their well-appointed studio, the largest 
in central Ohio, with the most elaborate 
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videotape equipment in the country, and 
started to make history. Working twelve to 
sixteen hours a day, they became a close- 
knit group. Departmental lines were often 
crossed, and the place was task-oriented. 
They were self-conscious pioneers: they 
worked, talked, and partied Qube together. 
Vans Stevenson, a former journalist working 
mainly in PR., put together some publicity 
tapes with another Qubester, Carol Kight. 
By summer they became the first Qube 
couple to marry. 

The aura of romance clinging to Qube 
must have been incredibly potent during 
those first months. It was a wide-open situa- 
tion. The Qube kids were told by the New 
York executives that the Qube they were 
creating might be completely different 
eight months down the road and eight 
months after that completely changed 
again. What they had now was phenomenal 
enough: more movies than any other cable 
Station in the world and more variety, some- 
thing old (Red River), something new 
(Pumping Iron), something borrowed (His- 
toire d’Adéle H.), and something blue 
(Massage Parlor Hooker) on all the time. 
They had four twenty-four-hour stereo radio 
channels. They had “Mr. Qubesumer,” John 
Steinberg, who had gotten international at- 
tention for exposing U.S. Army drug abuse 
in Vietnam for The Stars and Stripes. When 
he wasn't comparing pizzas with an on-air 
teenage guest, Steinberg was exposing 
phony products and shoddy practices and 
getting the attention of state officials. Within 
months he had become the most active 
and effective local television consumer re- 
porter in the country. 

Vivian Horner and her team were com- 
pleting a 125-hour loop of short animated 
and live segments that were geared to the 
interests and attention span of preschool 
children and would run twelve hours a day 
on its own channel, called “Pinwheel.” They 
had college courses and a crazy library of 
films, including one on the history of 
monogamy and Parks in Japan. They got 
the “Dr. Who?" series from England, the one 
in which the Star Wars characters origi- 
nated. How about the first television studio 
in a shopping mall—a million-dollar studio 
with two live shows daily—"Celebration!" 
for the Merv and Mike midafternoon people 
and Michael Young's “Columbus Goes 
Bananaz”? 

Young in many ways typifies the Qube 
spirit. On the air he is genial, sexy, intelli- 
gent, silly, and above all lively. “The premise 
of the show is that | try anything,” he says, 
“and | fail." Young wrestles bears, paddles 
kayaks, gets thrown around by a judo ex- 
pert (So popular that it's a regular feature), 
and the response ratio on the Qube buttons 
is the highest of all shows. A devoted group 
of teenagers regularly comes to the 
studio—they've developed their own in- 
frastructure. Their leader is Jerry McCloud, 
a black high-school student who assists 
Young on the air and leads the disco line. 
His girl friend of the moment becomes the 
leader and organizer of the other girls. Jer- 
ry's even been asked for autographs at the 
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supermarket. 

And what a response! Columbus has 
turned on. Jerry wasn't the only star Qube 
made—there's five-year-old Larry Otre- 
brecht, whose adorable brown eyes and 
serious Camera manner won him his own 
segment on “Columbus Alive.” (An unen- 
chanted Qubeist called him “our Elmer 
Fudd.”) And the cards and letters were 
coming in with ideas—hey, we'd like to see 
more of those old television shows from the 
fifties and also more trashy movies. How 
about an entire channel, called “Encore,” 
showing “The Life of Riley,” “Il Married 
Joan,” etc., all day? Or another called 
“Drive-In,” with movies like Empire of the 
Ants and The Great Texas Dynamite 
Chase? You asked for it; you got it. 

There were some problems with the 
Qube console. It didn't take long for people 
to figure out ways to get premium programs 
for free on it, but Qube fixed that. Every- 
thing else was A-Okay. The monthly pro- 
gram guides were mailed out to an increas- 
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“Nobody gets good 
ratings on Monday night,” 
Bonnie sighed. 
“People are really vicious 
at the beginning 
of the week. 

Later they’re better.” 
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ing number of subscribers (Qube was 
marketed only to Warner Cable's 30,000 
subscribers, and by summer about two- 
thirds of them had signed for Qube). 

“People are tired of television,” chairman 
Hauser Says. “We have to give them some- 
thing new to see and to use.” Says pro- 
grammer Kleiman, “The basis of our pro- 
gramming has got to be the interactive.” 

Touch the button. 

When reporters want to see how the in- 
teractive works, Qube sends them to pri- 
vate homes where, for one reason or 
another, the people agree to watch televi- 
sion with a stranger. Qube sent me to visit 
Michael and Bonnie Zimmerman. Both ap- 
peared to be in their late twenties or early 
thirties, and they worked together as hair 
stylists. Michael, who is also a poet and 
photographer, had had some contact with 
Qubeists—partly out of curiosity and partly 
through business. (| also watched Qube 
with people Qube didn't pick.) 

We watched “Columbus Alive,” Qube’s 
evening talk show-magazine, and Michael 
and Bonnie chatted easily about it. They 
like Ron Giles, the older cohost, because 
“he's sensitive, or that's what he projects.” 
They like less his young cohost, Susan 


Goldwater, because she's icy. They talked 
about Qube in general; a lot of their cus- 
tomers have it and generally like it, as they 
do. But then “Talent Search” came on. “Tal- 
ent Search" is the show that people at 
Qube do not like you to call the Columbus 
Gong Show. 

“... $0 get your Qubes ready for our first 
contestant,” said host Rob Weller, bug- 
eyed and slick-voiced, striding and postur- 
ing like a panicked fugitive from network 
game-show afternoons. Michael did not 
reach for his Qube. Instead, he poured us 
another glass of wine. 

First up was a teenage girl singing in a 
shaky voice. After a half minute of “You 
Light Up My Life,” block letters obliterate 
her on the screen: Begin Touching. A few 
seconds later the votes are noted: Yes—34 
percent, No—65 percent. The votes are 
continuously tabulated, and as long as per- 
formers get better than 50 percent ap- 
proval, they stay alive. This one didn't make 
it past the forty-second grace period. A 
smile and a tear and she was gone. Partic- 
ipatory television. Electronic democracy. 

“It's the Christians and the lions,” 
Michael said. 

We talked through the couple in match- 
ing silk shirts and black disco pants danc- 
ing to “Macho Man." We drank past the 
junior-high-school girls in short blue skirts 
and sequined vests and cowboy hats— 
The Flamettes—doing a Dallas Cowgirl 
routine to “Getting Strong Now.” But when 
the free-lance auto mechanic with a hank of 
hair hanging in his eyes started into a 
Dylanese vintage-1963 guitar-and-har- 
monica wail, Michael could no longer re- 
strain himself. When the sign flashed “Be- 
gin Touching” he didn't touch, he jabbed. 
We waited for the percentages. Our judg- 
ment was confirmed; they were bad. Most 
of them had been bad. “Nobody gets good 
ratings on Monday," Bonnie sighed. 
“People are really vicious at the beginning 
of the week. Toward Thursday they get 
more tolerant.” 

Michael was still staring at the departing 
guitar player. “What an awesome sense of 
power,” he said, “knowing you're probably 
going to castrate this bastard.” 


While it is tempting to dwell on the dazzling 
excellence of Qube's technology and the 
less-than-edifying silliness to which it is 
often applied, some people keenly inter- 
ested in cable television aren't dazzled and 
don't think it is at all silly. They think that it 
may be dangerous. 

Qube does serious programming. It is 
much more than what Ron Giles, producer 
and sensitive cohost of “Columbus Alive.” 
calls “democratic television,” because his 
show constantly solicits opinions from the 
audience—and those opinions frequently 
concern whether he should wear a toupee 
or what the studio cat should be named. It's 
the system itself as much as the triviality to 
which it is sometimes devoted that troubles 
Qube's critics. For how much can you say 
with a finger, besides thumbs up or thumbs 
down? It is always a kind of Gong Show. 
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There is also the question of who controls 
the communication. “It's not only that just 
being able to respond isn't true two-way 
communication,” says Connell. “It's that itis 
even more important who asks the ques- 
tions than who answers.” 

ls Qube democratic television—or dem- 
agogic? With the twin features of response 
buttons and six-second sweep ratings, 
Qube claims to be utterly responsive to its 
viewers. By what they watch and how they 
respond, the viewers are in control. On the 
other hand, Qube designs the programs 
and chooses the questions. Otherwise, 
they say, the system would be unwieldy and 
result in “bad television.” Viewers are in- 
vited to respond and suggest and fit into 
the forms of Qube programs, but not to 
generate directly. Their participation is lim- 
ited and passive. Qube asks plenty of 
questions that no one pays them to ask. But 
it can be argued that polling, which is fast 
becoming a national mania, is not the same 
as democracy. 

There is an additional fly in the interactive 
ointment: on Qube, some people get to ask 
the questions because they pay for the 
privilege. 

“Columbus Alive” producer Ron Giles is 
interviewing David Cohen on the subject of 
insurance. They sit in two talk-show chairs, 
talking talk-show talk. Cohen explains how 
a total insurance package is calculated to 
include such things as social security. Then 
Ron mentions that if anyone would like to 
talk to David Cohen about his insurance 
needs, he need only touch button number 
one in order to be called. 

But David Cohen was not merely a talk 
show guest, nor was he simply dropping 
the usual talk-show plug. David Cohen had 
paid for this time and for the use of the 
Qube response buttons and computer. 
(The audience was not made aware that 
Cohen had paid for all this. It was Qube’s 
policy in such cases not to call attention to 
this fact. When confronted with the idea 
that this might be unethical, several Qube 
executives told me that they might change 
it. When | asked some viewers whether they 
knew that these segments were paid for, 
they expressed surprise but not shock; the 
plethora of product naming on Qube had 
already made them suspicious.) 

Response is the key word. “People who 
use the Qube system can answer what’s 
asked of them,” says Eileen Connell of the 
New York University Alternate Media Cen- 
ter. “But they aren't in control of the ques- 
tions.” 

Qube is not the only two-way system in 
the country. There are others; they don't 
reach into every home, but in other ways 
they have as much claim to the title “two- 
way” as Qube has, and Berks Community 
Television in Reading, Pa., has as much 
claim to being “democratic television” as 
Qube does. 

Initially funded by a National Science 
grant, a team from the N.Y.U. Alternate 
Media Center organized an interactive sys- 
tem on the old Berks Cable wires. Its pro- 
grams centered around the elderly but 


130 PENTHOUSE 


later included the entire cable system. The 
grant has long since run out, but the com- 
munity video system continues, now oper- 
ated entirely by local citizens and financed 
by local government, businesses, and 
other groups, including the cable company 
itself. (Berks Cable is part of the American 
Telecommunications Company, one of the 
larger cable outfits in the country, owned by 
Time, Inc.) 

In the Berks system five studios in neigh- 
borhood centers and senior-citizen high- 
rises were connected to each other as well 
as to: City Hall and area high schools. 
(There are nineteen studios now.) Each had 
a camera and monitors so that people 
would see whom they were talking with at 
another center and see themselves in the 
process. The whole picture could also be 
seen on home screens, and many pro- 
grams urged home participation by phone. 
Senior citizens themselves develop and 
produce the programming, which varies 
from “Meet the Mayor” and live Q&A with 
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No one, not even 
top executives, gets into 
Master Control at 
Qube Headquarters 
without a special pass. 
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Social Security representatives to video- 
taped documentaries, including a monthly 
three-hour report on local issues presented 
by a retired teacher. There are also enter- 
tainment and consumer programs—sing- 
alongs, “Scrapbook,” “Let's Go Shopping.” 
“It's a very down-home system,” says Ei- 
leen Connell, who supervised training of 
Reading cable participants. “It's not 
snappy, but it's remarkably effective. It had 
an extraordinary effect on the way people 
saw themselves.” 

One of the reasons Qubeists give for not 
having community video like this is that 
“people are shy” and don’t know how to use 
television. They are right—people in Read- 
ing had to learn. ‘At first they treated it like 
ham radio,” Connell recalls. “They saw 
friends at other centers whom they hadn't 
seen in years; they wanted to chat. Then 
everybody wanted to be Phil Donahue. But 
then the system found its own formats.” In 
the process some dramatic television was 
made. One program was spontaneously 
generated by a comment about Reading's 
labor troubles fifty years ago. The subject 
evoked immediate and continued re- 
sponse and participation from those who 
had lived through that era—both labor and 


management—and from younger viewers, 
especially teachers and students, for 
Reading's labor history had never been 
written down. Now it has been preserved, 
thanks to community cable. No outsider 
would have thought of it. 

Qube, meanwhile, took a stab at local 
history with a series, “Columbus Then and 
Now,” a typically professional nostalgia 
presentation that became one of the first 
programs to be cancelled. 

The contrast between the two systems is 

equally obvious in Qube's handling of its 
most ambitious political interactive exper- 
iment, the Arlington “Electronic Town Meet- 
ing”, which was “narrowcast” (it was deliv- 
ered only to subscribers in the town of Ar- 
lington). Arlington's planning commission 
had issued a lengthy study on its “Old Ar- 
lington” neighborhoods; several regular 
meetings were held—they were heated but 
small—and then Arlington and Qube de- 
cided to join forces for the final public hear- 
ing. 
The narrowcast had all the characteris- 
tics of a Qube production. There were the 
big claims for it—the world's first electronic 
town meeting. Alvin Toffler was on hand to 
give the program historic weight as “a step 
toward twenty-first-century democracy.” 
The meeting was elaborately prepared 
for—Qube took the 140-page report and 
produced a glossy fifteen-minute program 
on the highlights, which was shown literally 
hundreds of times before the narrowcast. 
Arlington citizens showed up colorfully 
dressed at the studio. Even Rob Weller, 
cohosting with Susan Goldwater, remarked 
that everyone was very well dressed. The 
commissioners made speeches, there was 
discussion from the floor, and people called 
in. However, the major amount of time— 
and the major use of the interactive—was 
taken up with the recitation of long lists of 
such questions as: “How do you rate your 
police service?” “Do we have enough park- 
land?” Then viewers touched in and saw on 
the screen how much they agreed with their 
neighbors. The process was undoubtedly 
useful, but it seemed sterile—and con- 
trolled. The commission chairman was the 
titular chair of the meeting, but his authority 
was severely mitigated by a television floor 
manager and the sometimes less-than- 
subtle leadership of Rob and Susan. The 
audience was quiet. On the monitors every- 
thing was beautiful—persimmons and 
burnt ochres and bright canary halos 
around the heads. 

Reading's many interactive meetings are 
different. They are in glorious black and 
white, and the main video technique is split 
screen. The questioner and answerer ap- 
pear together in what Connell calls “the 
noun and verb of the system.” The citizen 
and the mayor appear on the screen to- 
gether, equal size. The Q&A programs from 
Reading that | saw on tape were not the end 
of a process; they were the process. They 
had sweat. Tempers. Boring monologues. 
Humor. Debate. And large dollops of some- 
thing strange to television: sincerity. In 
other words, they had the old-fashioned, 
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pretelevision democracy, before it had had 
to fit formats and bow to the medium’s con- 
ventions. (Reading's shows may be primar- 
ily of and for old people, but then the Ar 
lington narrowcast involved primarily rich 
people, Qube’s demographic poll showed 
that 46 percent of the viewers had ad- 
vanced degrees. And for all the fanfare, the 
program was watched in only about 500 
homes.) 

The Berks experiment exposed perhaps 
television's biggest secret: it is not all that 
hard to make. The Reading results were 
obtained through sensitive attention and 
hard work in training the local people in- 
volved, responding to their needs, and get- 
ting the understanding and participation of 
the community. But making television itself 
was the least difficult. The N.Y.U. report on 
Berks concluded: ". . . interactive television 
need not be a professional medium. ... a 
group of individuals does not need to have 
years of professional television training to 
make the system work. The Reading proj- 
ect has taken some of the mystique out of 
high technology by involving users in set- 
ting up the initial design.” 

Qube is not noncommercial video, al- 
though its system is flexible enough to in- 
clude it to some extent. It is professional 
and intends to be profitable. You won't see 
anything like Reading's “Dancing with 
Blaine” on it, or “Tell It to Eben and Herb.” 
Instead, Qube offers a shopping tour of 
Neiman-Marcus and Tiffany's by television; 
if you want that twenty-five-dollar pure- 
silver butter knife, just touch button number 
1 and you'll get itin the mail, all wrapped up 
in a Tiffany's box. Or there's “Winning 
Touch,” Qube's first interactive game show 
in which viewers can compete for prizes 
with their response buttons and be re- 
warded on the air. “Hey, | see by my printout 
that Eben of Herb Street got that five-part 
question correct! All right! Eben, you're 
going to love your Cuisinart ...” 

That's the stuff that Qube is banking on. 
Its emphasis is on television entertainment 
that has professional television ultra- 
gleamo electronic tap dance. But, ironi- 
cally, its neglect of more modest commu- 
nity systems may hit Qube where it hurts, 
on the bottom line. 


What do Qubeists complain about most? 
Their universe is too small. 

“We need a larger universe,” Ron Castell 
says. Gus Hauser complains, “You can't 
really put in a computer for 20,000 homes. 
I'd like 200,000; then | could do some- 
thing with it.” “Can you imagine New York 
with Qube?” asks its New York publicist. “It 
would go ape.” “What | really need,” says 
Harlan Kleiman, “is a larger universe.” 

A larger universe means more Qube cus- 
tomers to program for. The maximum uni- 
verse in Columbus is 100,000—the people 
in the area Warner holds a franchise for. 
They want more cities and towns. They 
want more franchises. 

The right of a company to lay cable and 
connect up a municipality is granted by the 
local government, which awards the fran- 


chise. With federal cable regulations wan- 
ing and state laws few and far between, the 
local jurisdiction's power is both total and 
all that’s left. This poses various problems. 

One is graft. From their hoary and hum- 
ble early days in valley towns that needed 
cable for clear reception, cable operators 
have paid for the right to wire that is, for 
the right to collect fees from subscribers. 
When cable was small potatoes, so was the 
bribe necessary, and thus the so-called 
whiskey franchises—bought with a smile 
and a wink and a case of Canadian Club. 
But cable is a bigger game now, and even 
after a few people in Pennsylvania have 
gone to jail for it, the graft apparently goes 
on. A source close to negotiations in one 
city where Qube competed with some 
other heavy companies for the franchise 
claimed that city council members made 
quid pro quo, cash-for-votes overtures to 
all the companies involved—and several 
accepted. Warner was allegedly offered a 
unique deal by the dominant party organi- 
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A computer sweeps the 
system every six seconds to 
note which sets are on, 
what they're tuned to, and 
which response buttons 
are being touched. Qube has 
instant ratings at all times. 
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zation: if it would deliver a big-name act for 
a party fund raiser, the party would deliver 
the votes in council. But Warner reportedly 
declined both product and cash trade-offs, 
thus sparing Linda Ronstadt a bizarre ben- 
efit appearance and losing the franchise. 

Warner Cable Chairman Hauser's only 
comment to me about this particular situa- 
tion was this: "We were the only company 
there without local affiliations—whatever 
that means to you.” What it frequently 
means is that besides outright bribes 
(another middling-sized franchise in 1978 
was rumored to have been sold for a cool 
million), there are other ways to obtain local 
political influence—by hiring a local con- 
sultant for an enormous fee that can be 
distributed in the most advantageous 
manner, or by taking on a local partner who 
gets a piece of the action. 

The most lucrative franchise up for grabs 
in the first months of 1979 is Pittsburgh, a 
city not Known for its political purity, espe- 
cially when a $12 to 20 million investment is 
concerned. Several sources close to the 
ongoing franchising process claim that so 
far it's been clean. But as a local reporter 
commented, “The feeling here is that the 
situation is ripe for graft... . You can't build 


a road here without spending half the 
money on greasing palms.” 

But the Pittsburgh situation emphasizes 
another aspect of local franchising, one po- 
tentially more damaging to Qube than graft 
(for, after all, if the Warner spirit were willing, 
the flesh is certainly fat enough to afford it). 
Local franchising also means that the local 
government has the legal power to place 
conditions in the contract requiring the 
cable company—which, after all, is being 
awarded a virtually permanent 
monopoly —to provide certain stipulated 
assurances and services: the minimum 
number of channels it will carry, for exam- 
ple, plus a set franchise fee, bonding, and 
insurance. It so happens that Pittsburgh 
has developed the most stringent and spe- 
cific demands that the cable industry has 
so far faced, especially in the area of public 
access and community video. These, 
above all, seem to be sticking in the craw of 
Qube, which was nosing around the 
Pittsburgh franchise for some months, hop- 
ing to make it its first big city system. 

Warner, among other companies, is offi- 
cially worried that the Pittsburgh demands 
are “uneconomic.” But Qube has another 
problem. Pittsburgh wants its cable com- 
pany to provide several public, education, 
and government channels plus studios and 
equipment in five areas of the city for com- 
munity use. But Qube wants to keep its 
central control over all programming. They 
will resort to what Hauser calls “organized 
access,” which means that people are in- 
vited on Qube shows with Qube pro- 
duction, It's a philosophical difference 
about public access and_ its 
acceptability—Qube says no one will 
watch it—and Qube is understandably 
nervous about letting the riffraff too close to 
all their expensive stuff. So, with 
Pittsburgh's present insistence on exercis- 
ing some control itself, Qube’s interest has 
cooled. “We're the Tiffany's of this busi- 
ness,’ Hauser stated. “There are a lot of 

ither places we can go." 

For their part, cable people in Pittsburgh 
aren't uniformly excited about Qube, either. 
Among them is Brother Emenecker, chair- 
man of the subcommittee that drew up 
Pittsburgh's cable ordinance. “We know 
our city better than any company does,” he 
says. “Qube says, ‘We have this technology 
that we want to impose here.’ But this is 
Pittsburgh—our neighborhoods, our 
ethnics, our hills, our winters. | think we 
know what we need. | don’t think we want to 
be used, and the Qube system has the 
potential to do that." Emenecker and others 
on the Pittsburgh committee who've seen 
Qube in Columbus are also disturbed by 
how money-intensive itis. “Everything is the 
best—the best equipment, the most ex- 
pensive color cameras,” one staff member 
said. “We're looking for lower cost, to make 
community involvement practical.” 

There's another cost problem—the cost 
to the consumer. With its monthly fee plus 
varying premium charges—up to $3.50 a 
film—and other services, Qube can be ex- 
pensive. (Some Columbus customers are 
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headquarters in Washington. We think It's 
disgraceful that Carter has allowed these 
people to open an office in our nation’s 
capital.” 

“Why?” | asked. “Because they mas- 
sacre innocent women and children?” 

“No,” said Hasslich. “We try to remain 
totally amoral about those kinds of matters. 
What the PLO does to innocent women and 
children is their business, but ‘Pretty Boy’ 
Arafat is our business.” 

“Pretty Boy’ Arafat?” | asked. “Any rela- 
lion to Yassir?” 

“Yassir's who I'm talking about; only we 
call him ‘Pretty Boy.’ Buys his clothes at an 
Army-Navy store while his organization's 
getting $35 million a year from Saudi 
Arabia. Don't you think that's peculiar? You 
think every Palestinian Arab with an en- 
gineering degree dresses like a wino going 
through waste baskets in Pennsylvania 
Station? 

“Has it ever occurred to you," asked 
Hasslich, “how old Yassir always manages 
to have a five days’ growth of beard?" 

“Why ... no,” | replied. 

“How come he's never been photo- 
graphed clean-shaven? How come his 
face always looks like a Mr. Grass Head 
that’s just sprouted? Well, we've discov- 
ered ‘Pretty Boy’ has his beard trimmed by 


a Beirut barber every single day. Every sin- 
gle day he has it trimmed to the five-day 
level to propagandize all those Palestinians 
into thinking their leader's been too busy 
burning buses to mess with a Trac Il and a 
can of hot lather. Arafat's ugly image is just 
a cynical pose. He's trying to get the ugly 
majority on his side, but we ain't buying his 
game. 

“Riaht now we're working really hard 
against groups like the Committee on the 
Present Danger, which is warning of an un- 
precedented Soviet military buildup 
around the world, particularly in Western 
Europe. We're for accepting the inevitabil- 
ity of Russian military superiority, ignoring 
their violations of the Helsinki accords, and 
pressing forward with détente. The Soviet 
Union is unquestionably the ugliest society 
in the world. But let's face it—most nations’ 
political systems are pretty unattractive. 
We've got to learn to live with the ugly na- 
tions of the world, and there's no better 
place to start than with the Russkies, be- 
cause in addition to having a repulsive polit- 
ico-economic system, the Russian people 
themselves have all those wens all over 
their faces and those tacky babushkas. We 
think if Russian tanks should roll into West- 
ern Europe, the United States shouldn't in- 
tervene. The world would be a better place 
if the Russians could do to Germany, 
France, and ltaly what they've done to Po- 
land, Hungary, and Czechoslovakia: make 
them gray, boring, dull, and uniform. Like 
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“And you, Emma? Is it good for you. too?” 


we say, ‘Ugly people of the world unite! You 
have nothing to lose but Catherine De- 
neuve.’ 

“Domestically, we're against any attempt 
to discriminate on the basic of esthetics. 
We've created an ugly citizen's lobby 
called Ugly Cause to fight against the poli- 
tics of prettiness. One of Ugly Cause's 
biggest battles has been against highway 
beautification. We believe the majority of 
Americans have no esthetic sense what- 
soever, and it's unfair to dictate to ugly 
people in ugly cars that they have to drive 
on beautiful roads. We're anti—bottle bill, for 
example. If the sides of country roads out in 
the middle of nowhere can't be ugly, what 
hope is there for our inner cities? We're 
pro-billboard. We've got amicus curiae 
briefs filed in several states that are trying 
to regulate the size of commercial signs on 
highways. A lot of people like Holiday Inn 
signs, you know. Without McDonald's gold- 
en arches, America would be just another 
visually pleasing toy country like Holland or 
Finland. 

“Ugly Cause is fighting discrimination 
against ugly men and women in employ- 
ment. Very often, all else being equal, a 
company will hire someone just because 
he's better looking than the other guy. We 
think there ought to be quotas for hiring 
ugly people. Look—the blacks may have 
been discriminated against here for 400 
years. But ugly blacks were getting 
dumped on by nice-looking blacks back in 
Roots country a thousand years ago. We 
think affirmative action is called for to re- 
dress past discrimination against the ugly. 
We think personnel officers should have to 
be blindfolded or conduct all job interviews 
through a partition, like in a confessional. 
Same goes for college admissions officers. 
How many kids with big ears do you see at 
Harvard? How many kids with bowlegs do 
you see at Yale? Has anyone ever demon- 
strated a correlation between attractive- 
ness and intelligence? Look at Michelange- 
lo—one of the greatest artistic geniuses of 
all time, and he looked like something that 
came out from under a rock. George Wash- 
ington had smallpox scars and wooden 
teeth, but that didn't stop him from freeing 
us from the yoke of British tyranny. He had a 
nose like an anteater—just reach into your 
pocket and take a look at a quarter. How 
many young Michelangelos are being 
turned away from our universities today? 
How many potential fathers of their coun- 
tries will spend the rest of their lives install- 
ing mufflers? 

“Ugly Cause has had bills introduced in 
several states that would ban mirrors in 
public places. Ugly people don’t waste 
their time admiring themselves. Why 
should ugly taxpayers have to install mir- 
rors in which the attractive minority can in- 
dulge their pathetic narcissistic tenden- 
cies? 

“We think that extreme ugliness should 
be a defense in criminal cases. The kind of 
treatment the ugly get in our society would 
turn anybody into a recidivist. Parents, 
teachers, employers—everybody is down a 
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on you just because your neck happens to 
be wider than your head, or just because 
your knuckles touch the floor when you 
walk, Go to any post office and look at the 
wanted posters. You see anybody that 
looks like he stepped out of a liquor ad? It's 
no wonder that ugly persons are driven to 
mail fraud! It's no wonder that the unattrac- 
tive are driven to interstate transportation of 
stolen securities! 

“One of our major thrusts is against the 
idea that the First Amendment protects the 
constant promotion of beauty by the na- 
tion's press. Every time you open a news- 
paper, it tells you that such and such a 
woman is an ‘attractive blonde divorcée.’ 
How come we never read about all those 
unattractive blonde divorcées out there? 
No one is ever described as unattractive in 
the press. If you didn't know better, from 
reading the papers you'd think that ugly 
people didn't even exist. And the magazine 
situation is worse. Look how they've pret- 
tified the layouts of U.S. News and World 
Report, Newsweek, and Time. By making 
the newsmagazines pleasing to the eye, 
they're subliminally communicating the 
bad idea that beauty is somehow better 
than sheer ugliness. They're trying to make 
us believe that their stories are more truthful 
and authoritative just because they come 
all wrapped up in pretty typography. And 
what about the way magazines shame- 
lessly retouch photographs to get rid of 
moles, warts, and unsightly blemishes? If 
McCall's takes a photo of Rosalynn Carter 
and airbrushes a pimple off her nose and 
publishes it as an accurate representation 
of what she looks like, who bothers to pro- 
test? Only us. 

“We're not in favor of prior restraint on 
what the press can publish at this time. 
That'll come later, when we pass the Ugly 
Rights Amendment, which covers things 
like falsely retouching a photograph of a 
political figure in interstate commerce. But 
at the very least we favor immediate federal 
registration of airbrushes. Let's at least 
know in whose hands these dangerous in- 
struments are, so that if necessary we can 
confiscate them from art directors who use 
them to violate the human rights of the truly 
grotesque. Which brings us to you, hand- 
some.” 

“To me?” | said. “I'm afraid | don't quite 
follow you.” 

“Don't get cute with me, Penthouse. 
What about our non-negotiable demands? 
Want us to do to Penthouse what we did to 
Women's Wear Daily? We insisted they stop 
writing about “BPs"—the so-called Beauti- 
ful People. We told them they better start 
covering us UPs. Didn't you see our Ugly 
People sit-in at Women’s Wear's offices on 
John Chancellor? Ninety percent ugliness 
in your magazine's pictorials from now on, 
or you're going to have 500 ugly, naked 
women going limp in Penthouse's photo 
studio. 

| had to think fast. “Hasslich,” | said, “I've 
been deeply affected by what you've told 
me. | agree with you—the women in Pent- 
house’s photo spreads are much too at- 


tractive. Unfortunately, | don't have any con- 
trol over the pictorials. 

“What | can do, though, is go back to my 
editors and convince them they ought to 
run a major feature on the National Associa- 
tion for the Advancement of Ugly People. If 
| do that, can you ask your people to be 
patient? I'm sure that when my article 
comes out, the magazine will be simply 
deluged with letters from readers demand- 
ing pictures of women with sagging boobs 
and stretch marks.” 

It took a lot of convincing, but at length 
Hasslich agreed. He made me promise 
that Id write the article in as ugly astyle as | 
could muster. He made me promise that the 
illustration accompanying the article would 
make no concession to esthetics. Finally, 
we shook hands on it. | resolved that | would 
stop at the first gas station | came to and 
wash my right hand. 

Hasslich walked me to the parking lot. 
He put his arm around my shoulder. | would 
have to get my jacket cleaned, too. 

“I'm glad you're with us, Karpel,” said 
Hasslich. 

“The ugly majority is coming out of the 
closet. Who knows? Maybe someday you'll 
come out, too. And when you do, we'll be 
ready. Ugly bars, where the physically unat- 
tractive can cruise each other without 
people with regular features looking down 
their straight little noses at them. An ugly 
travel agency, with tours to rea/ places— 
Algiers... Birmingham, England . . . Detroit 


... East Saint Louis ... the Texas Panhan- 
dle ... Port-au-Prince, Haiti ... Oakland, 
California ... Torremolinos. Wouldn't it be 
better for the attractive minority if more 
people went to ugly places for their vaca- 
tions? Then they'd be able to have their 
unspoiled fishing villages and white-sand 
beaches all to their vain selves." 

Hasslich got into his car. It was a rust- 
eaten 1955 Nash Metropolitan, maroon on 
the bottom, chartreuse on top. “Ugliest little 
car ever made,” he explained. “Here, take 
one of these,” he said, handing me a strip 
of paper, and disappeared into the fumes 
of the Jersey meadows. 

| looked down. In my hand was a large 
bumper sticker. It read, “Outlaw Cosmetic 
Surgery.” 

As | drove back to Manhattan, to my 
physically attractive hotel, my physically 
attractive wife, my physically attractive 
children, my physically attractive friends, 
the parting words of Brutto Z. Hasslich re- 
verberated in my ears... 

“When you write of us," he had 
squawked, “be kind. For without ugliness, 
how would people be able to appreciate 
people?” 

There had been tears in my eyes. Not 
from what Hasslich was saying. From his 
breath, 

“And remember this, my friend,” he had 
belched, “and remember it well: beauty is 
only skin deep, but ugliness goes all the 


way through.” O+—_ 


“Don't be ashamed, Mr. Comstock. | know 
a lot of other millionaires who have caught the clap.” 
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SOb SISTER 


The name Solana literally means “sunny spot” 
in Spanish, our bronzed Brazilian import 
explains, “and | try to live up to my name by 
brightening up the lives of everyone I'm close 
to.” Solana, nicknamed “Sol” by her best friend 
in grammar school, thinks that “roots and 
long-term stability are for trees, not for people! 
| like to keep on the move and keep growing, 
both emotionally and physically. To me, love 
means never having to ask permission. | 
respect the freedom of any man|'m with, and | 
insist on the same from him. A lot of supposedly 
modern men can't handle this, but | fall only for 
the strong, self-assured type— and he's able to 
handle just about anything — especially me!" 
Solana now lives in Albuquerque, where she 
spends most mornings practicing the old-time 
jazz tunes she loves on her baby-grand piano 
or perfecting her finely tuned, 36-23-35-inch 
body with modern dance classes 
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@/'d much rather break my neck having a good time than strain my neck being bored!® 


Her favorite outdoor sport is bareback riding, a 
passion she acquired when growing up on a Brazilian ranch 
managed by her father. “It's incredibly exhilarating to 
take off at a full gallop on a really mean stallion and hold onto his mane for 
dear life,” says our self-confessed Brazil nut. “My parents are 
worried that bareback riding is dangerous, but | love excitement. I'd 
rather break my neck having a good time than strain my 
neck from boredom,” she concludes 


@ | like to keep on the move. Roots and stability are for trees, not people!® 


Occasionally, she likes to stop and relax, 
of course. “Maybe it’s because of my Brazilian heritage 
and this sleepy New Mexican culture, but nothing 
turns me on more than taking a long siesta with the man | love.” 
What if she’s sleeping alone? 


@/o me, love means never having to ask permission. | respect the freedom of the man I'm with. 


“Then I'll read a good book, listen to records, talk 
on the-phone, find a new way to do my hair—anything. I'm not one 
of those dependent women who freak out at the thought 
of a night—or even a week—alone. If | don't find myself interesting, 
why should anyone else?” We doubt she'll ever have to 
worry about a man’s flagging attentions. Under her sunny influence, 
who could complain about overexposure? Ot—_ 
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ey, the volume of injuries was lower—be- 
cause of fewer participants —but almost no 
one escaped unscathed 

Dr. V. George Nagobads, the team 
physician for the U.S. national hockey 
team, the Minnesota Fighting Saints, and 
the University of Minnesota hockey team, 
says that 90 percent of all facial “slices” 
come from hockey sticks. In contrast to 
football, many people will tell you, hockey 
injuries are bloody but generally not so 
serious. Well, says Dr. Nagobads, 20 to 40 
percent of all injuries in hockey consist of 
either brain concussions or damage to the 
shoulder, knee, or ankle. Shoulder and 
knee injuries can keep a player out of ac- 
tion for a month or longer, and after three 
severe brain concussions, he advises a 
player to hang it up. Comparing amateur 
and professional teams, Dr. Nagobads 
said he found almost ten times more in- 
juries among the professionals. 

A few years ago the Canadian Ophthal- 
mological Society found that thirty-seven 
Canadian hockey players had been 
blinded in one eye by injuries. Of forty-eight 
injuries to the eye in hockey in Minnesota, 
The Physician and Sportsmedicine re- 
ported, seven ended in blindness; in five 
other cases the retina was detached. The 
same year there were forty-seven eye in- 


junies among high-school hockey players in 
Massachusetts and 110 injuries of the eye 
area, 

The Amateur Hockey Association of the 
United States, supervising 300,000 play- 
ers, has made protective face masks man- 
datory. But face masks are still optional for 
college and professional players, and most 
often they are not worn. 

Almost every team in the National Hock- 
ey League today has on its roster at least 
one “goon,” a hockey term for a player 
whose main talent consists of yanking up 
shirts and punching fast. If the play is get- 
ting too tough, or if one of the smaller, more 
talented members of the team is being 
harassed, it is the goon’s job to go out there 
and “protect” his teammate. This player's 
appearance on the ice is typically greeted 
by cheers from the fans, and he gets more 
cheers when he is finally escorted—as is 
often the case—to the penalty box. The 
goon squad is an intrinsic part of every 
team and has become part of the technol- 
ogy of hockey today. 

National Basketball Association players 
politely call violence on their courts “con- 
tact.” Jim McMillian calls it “part of the 
game." An article published by Sport 
magazine about Bobby Jones, the six- 
foot-nine-inch forward then with the Denver 
Nuggets, spotlighted the striking differ- 
ence between this gentle giant of basket- 
ball and his collegues in the NBA: in bas- 
ketball today, where the rule is to get away 
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with what you can, Jones is the exception. 

Two fist fights in the 1977-78 basketball 
season came as quantum leaps of vio- 
lence. In one incident, Kermit Washington, 
then playing for the Los Angeles Lakers, 
slugged Kevin Kunnert in a scuffle under 
the basket. As Washington was being 
thrown out of the game, Rudy Tomjana- 
vitch, another Houston player, rushed up 
behind him. Washington wheeled and 
smashed Tomjanavitch in the face. With mil- 
lions of television fans watching, Tom- 
janavitch crashed to the floor, his nose and 
jaw broken. Larry O'Brien, the commis- 
sioner of the National Basketball League, 
reacted forcefully. He fined Washington 
$10,000 and suspended him for sixty days; 
together, the fine and the subsequent loss 
of pay amounted to a penalty of about 
$50,000. Only a few months earlier, Kareem 
Abdul-Jabbar, the seven-foot-one-and- 
three-quarter-inch center for the Los Ange- 
les Lakers, had broken his hand punching 
Kent Benson of the Milwaukee Bucks. 
Abdul-Jabbar had been fined $5,000. 
O'Brien's actions left no misunderstanding: 
the violence had gone too far. 

Jim Loscutoff, a professor of physical 
education at Boston State College and a 
former member of the Celtics who was 
known for his rough tactics, says that there 
was always fighting during his thirteen 
years in professional basketball and that 
“there is no way the league can stop the 
fighting.” One difference now, though, he 
says, is that “the players ain't stopping 
fights like they used to. It's gotten like 
hockey,” he says. “Everyone stands around 
and lets the guys fight. And they shouldn't 
do that. The game is rougher all around 
today.” 

Jim McMillian says, “You think twice 
about going in to break up a fight between 
two seven-footers. You have to pick the 
angle, like a lifeguard going in to pick up 
somebody drowning. You've got to go in 
behind, or he'll drag you down. And you 
don't want to hurt yourself.” A fight can 
often be a quirky thing. “You might have got 
up on the wrong side of the bed,” he says. 
“In most lines of work—say, a business ex- 
ecutive—you're not in a position to hit any- 
body. Now, all season long, you've been 
getting bumped. And just this one time, a 
little spark is all that's needed. Maybe it's 
something you wouldn't otherwise notice, 
but you just react. You feel bad afterward, 
but there's nothing you can do afterward. 
It's just a spur-of-the-moment thing.” 

Paul Silas of the Seattle SuperSonics, 
who is the president of the National Basket- 
ball Association Players Association, says, 
“You can’t expect players to perform at 
such a fever pitch in pressure situations— 
especially in the play-offs, when there’s so 
much contact—and have constant peace.” 

Even baseball, the once-tranquil sum- 
mer game, has been infected by the vio- 
lence, Half a dozen times a season nowa- 
days an irate batter will charge the pitcher 
after a fastball has come too close to his 
head. They yell, they glare, and sometimes 
they punch. 


Pete Rose, one of baseball's greatest hit- 
ters, says he doesn't think pitchers try to 
intimidate him. In any case, close pitches 
“don't bother me,” he says. Rose has been 
hit “probably fifty times” by pitches, but 
he's never been seriously hurt. Last fall, 
Dwight Evans, the Boston Red Sox right 
fielder, wasn't so lucky. He spent two days 
in a hospital after being knocked out by a 
fastball from Mike Parrott of Seattle 

There are no modern-day base runners 
who compare with the great, spike-sharp- 
ening Ty Cobb. But many see nothing 
wrong with slamming their bodies full-force 
into the defenders of the bases. Such a one 
is Pete Rose. “I'll try to knock him down,” he 
says, “butl'll do it cleanly. I'm a hard player 
but not a dirty player. | don't ever slide with 
the intention of hurting another player. They 
just know I'm gonna slide in hard, and they 
know they've got to get out of the way.” 

Infielders are not without offensive tac- 
tics, too. They have the ball in their hands 
and have been known to “tag” opposing 
runners with a stiff jab, with varying de- 
grees of damage. 

Toward the end of last season, there were 
several eruptions of temper. In one case, 
after a close call at first base, four Chicago 
White Sox players were thrown out of the 
game for their vociferous protests. In a 
game between Baltimore and Boston, after 
Red Sox catcher Carlton Fisk tagged Oriole 
outfielder Larry Harlow, Dennis Eckersley, 
the Boston pitcher, pounded Harlow with a 
double forearm. “| really can't explain what 
| did,” said Eckersley, who had lost five 
straight games to the Orioles. “It was a 
reflex action. Everyone collided, and | 
smoked him,” 

To compete successfully these days, 
many athletes in football, hockey, and bas- 
ketball feel they have to work themselves 
into a rage before game time. Some 
players, especially the older ones, find it 
difficult to free the monster inside them, 
and they turn to drugs. Amphetamines— 
speed—are generally their solution. 

No one seems to know how widespread 
drug use is among athletes, Many coach- 
es, trainers, and league officials—the 
same people who say they can't under- 
stand the clamor about violence in foot- 
ball—say there's no drug problem. 

But Dr. Arnold Mandell, who ran afoul of 
the National Football League several years 
ago when he tried to wean members of the 
San Diego Chargers from the “speed” they 
were buying in the street, told Sports /llus- 
trated that amphetamines are “the single 
factor that causes unnecessary violence in 
pro football today.” He wasn't talking about 
taking one or two capsules of five to fifteen 
milligrams each. No. A 260-pound line- 
backer trying to charge himself up may 
toss down a dozen capsules. 

Defensive linemen, according to Dr. 
Mandell, are most likely to use am- 
phetamines; quarterbacks are the least 
likely, because the pills affect their timing. 
Richard Todd, the injured starting quarter- 
back of the Jets, said he didn't know of 
anybody on his team who used speed. 


“The trainers don't hand them out," he said. 
“That's a bunch of shit,” “If you want them," 
he added, “you can find ‘em, just like 
people who are not in football. There's a lot 
of players that do it. We had guys in school 
who did:it. I've never taken drugs.” 

Likewise, the Jets’ rookie quarterback, 
Pat Ryan, said he knew “plenty of guys who 
used them in college. It got ‘em really 
pumping, really fired up, ready to go out 
and hit somebody.” 

Dr. Donald Cooper, the physician for all of 
Oklahoma State University's athletic 
teams, says that some pro football players 
have told him of using amphetamines and 
that he thinks—but couldn't prove—that 
he's seen college players under the influ- 
ence of speed. He says amphetamines 
cause “agitated, aggressive, sometimes 
paranoid behavior.” 

Dotted across the country—in a univer- 
sity town in the Southwest, a big city on the 
Coast, a village in New England—are men 
gravely concerned about the rising vio- 
lence in sports. A sports-medicine special- 
ist here, a coach there, a trainer some- 
where else. They worry about the pain and 
the agony and the death of the players. And 
they worry, too, about the possible death of 
the sports they love. Violence, they say, is 
hurting the athletes and threatening the 
very existence of the sports. 

For everyone in this camp, though, there 
are probably a dozen others trying to pre- 
tend the violence isn't there, scolding the 


others to still their voices. When | talked to 
coaches about violence, they got huffy and 
tried to get rid of me as quickly as they 
could. Spokesmen for the National Football 
League told me they were busy with other 
matters: call back later. One well-known 
sport-medicine specialist in New York 
quarreled with me for asking about vio- 
lence in football and hockey. “If you want to 
look at violence in sports,” he virtually 
shouted at me, "look at the violence in ten- 
nis, look at the violence in swimming. Diana 
Nyad trying to swim from Cuba—she was 
violent to herself. You can't tell me Connors 
and Nastase's tactics aren't as bad as a 
linebacker taking a cheap shot.” 

Those who are digging their heads 
deepest in the sand are the members of the 
sports establishment. If change is to come. 
if the violence that is transforming our 
arenas is to ease, it is from these men, it 
seems, that the initiative must come. 

“There are no simple solutions to the 
complex problems of violence in sports,” 
says Dr. Ryan, editor-in-chief of The Physi- 
cian and Sportsmedicine magazine. “It 
seems quite clear, however, that any con- 
trol, to be successful, must start with the 
professional club owners, management, 
and coaches. They have absolute power 
over the athletes and can establish and 
enforce standards of behavior. Their mis- 
conceptions as to what is good for their 
sports, clubs, and athletes are standing in 
their way of doing this.” C+—s 


145 


TELEVISION 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 131 


running up bills in excess of $30 a month.) 
The question is, Should a cable company 
be given a monopoly in an area where the 
people are unlikely to be able to pay for it? 
Some companies have tried to get out of 
wiring poor areas altogether. Even Colum- 
bus, which has four cable companies in 
different parts of the city, has not yet suc- 
cessfully wired the predominantly black 
and poor central area. 

One solution otfered—seriously, folks— 
is cable stamps, the equivalent of food 


stamps for television. (Let them eat im-- 


ages.) But a more practical solution is 
interconnection—some arrangement 
among cable companies for a city with 
more than one channel to swap 
programming—as Manhattan has, and as 
Columbus itself is contemplating. Another 
most practical alternative for areas about to 
have cable for the first time is the Pittsburgh 
solution: just one franchise for the whole 
city, rich and poor sections alike, with re- 
quirements for social-service and 
community-access programming. But a 
tiered system like Qube, which sets differ- 
ent prices for different programs on its 
premium channels, presents additional 
problems. 

So it seems unlikely that Pittsburgh is 
going to have Qube, which is probably 
more a cause for concern at Warner than 
Chairman Hauser's mask of serenity might 
indicate. Pittsburgh was Qube's first big- 
city opportunity, and Qube is likely to lose it. 
The rest of the cable industry's own doubts 
about Qube’s viability aren't about to be 
swept away until Qube gets itself out of 
Columbus. 

But Gus Hauser believes that he has 
something people will want once they un- 
derstand Qube, and he believes it will be 
irresistible. Franchise competition is al- 
ready fierce, but the top twenty-five mar- 
kets are open. Even with cassettes and 
disks, cable is eventually going to happen 
in these cities and in many more. The ques- 
tion is, Who will wire? Warner is betting that 
its system will sell—or else it can just sell its 
Qube system to other companies. Warner 
hasn't risked a great deal, really. A com- 
pany that generated a billion dollars of rev- 
enue in 1977, Warner could afford to invest 
the cost of a couple of box office fluffs. 
Especially when the profit potential is so 
enormous, 

By developing Qube at this moment, 
Warner also hopes to defeat, or at least 
survive, competition from the biggest po- 
tential specter of all: the Telephone Com- 
pany. The phone company has the natural 
system for wiring television, but after a few 
years of fooling around with doing just that, 
AT&T was forbidden by FCC regulations 
from any cable involvement. But the pres- 
ent draft legislation for the new Communi- 
cations Act allows it to get back in, and with 
cable much more of a moneymaker now, it 
may want to. 
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Meanwhile, back in Columbus, Qube is 
celebrating its first anniversary and getting 
down to the business of making the mar- 
riage work—that is, becoming profitable. 
As the summer ended, John Steinberg 
threw a party for Vans and Carol Stevenson 
to give the Qube staffers a chance to cele- 
brate their marriage, even though it was 
many weeks after their honeymoon. Not 
everyone was there for the party, though. A 
few execs who'd been with Qube since 
before the beginning (High atop Rockefel- 
ler Plaza ... ) had gone on to other places. 
Mark Marcovsky was the latest; he went to 
Disney. And Qube Columbus had just 
undergone its first mass firing: ten people 
in programming had been suddenly 
sacked. It was a little shocking how fast it 
had happened, but those remaining were 
philosophical. Sure, they had been in it to- 
gether from the start, we happy few, etc. 
But it was bound to happen—changes, 
shakeups. Qube was entering its second 
phase. It had all that computer data behind 
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In 1978 there 
were 4,000 communities wired 
with Qube, with 
13 million subscribers. 
In five years it 
could be bigger than denim. 


. 


it—everything that had been learned about 
the interactive—and the new programming 
chief was evaluating all of it, reviewing the 
whole package (... and eight months from 
then, it will all be changed again). |t was 
always going to be a business anyway. The 
honeymoon was over for everybody. Be- 
sides, who expected to be with Columbus 
Qube in another year? So when the “Top- 
pled Ten" threw themselves a party that 
same night, most of the people at Stein- 
berg’s went over, and the two parties be- 
came one. 

There had been some tension, too, when 
Ron Castell seemed to be losing power as 
Miklos Korodi, Qube’s general manager, 
made his presence more and more felt. 
Korodi inspired paranoia. There was a story 
that he discovered a graffito in a stall ina 
men’s john that said, “Qube shits.” He was 
said to have gotten the handwriting 
analyzed, had it compared with employee 
samples on file and identified the culprit. 
The story varies on what the punishment 
was. Whether the story is true or not is less 
important than the fact that people at Qube 
found it plausible. 

But there was too much work to do to 
dwell on politics—new shows to prepare, 


new concepts to try. Qube was marketing 
its system beyond the regular Warner cable 
subscribers for the first time. That's why 
they fought so hard to broadcast some 
Ohio State football games, even to the ex- 
tent of suing ABC Sports, which owned the 
rights to all the games but only broadcast a 
few. Qube settled out of court for five 
games and made them a major selling 
point for new subscribers. So much for al- 
ternative television. 

They were also marketing the first of their 
ancillary services, the security system. In 
addition to the black Qube box for televi- 
sion, subscribers could get the beige box: 
a sophisticated, multiservice security, fire, 
and medical package, with its own 
emergency power and backup mecha- 
nisms. It isn't even ironic that the man who 
developed the beige box and who demon- 
strates its formidable powers to guests (in- 
cluding me) is Miklos Korodi. 

The Qube presidential office is fully 
equipped with the security devices, and 
the demonstration takes place here. Mr. 
Korodi, wearing a dramatic dark business 
suit, is a man of smooth and shining sur- 
faces. But his winsomeness is contrived; it 
is an act that calls attention to itself. He 
rushes distractedly through his routine, 
hurries his charm, and acts as if he expects 
you to be completely overpowered anyway. 
This act works, he seems to say, and, in- 
deed, the technology is truly daunting. But 
like many people at Qube, he is also vul- 
nerable. He seems really anxious that you 
like his system as much as he does. 

He asks you into the office and shuts the 
door. You are invited to move. The motion 
detector picks you up, and alarms sound. 
He burns some rope under the smoke de- 
tector. It beeps tentatively; the computer is 
double-checking. If the smoke is serious, 
there are louder noises. Your house can be 
wired for perimeter defense outside and for 
internal security. You have a wall decoder to 
shut off the noise, but there is a double- 
check system here, too, in case you're 
being held at gunpoint. It's not easy to fool 
the computer. 

Everything goes through the master 
computer at Qube headquarters. (No one, 
not even top executives, get into Master 
Control without a special coded pass. Vis- 
itors are allowed to see it through the win- 
dows, which are steel shuttered. The shut- 
ters are raised momentarily for the visitor's 
glimpse of the turquoise wonders, the 
computers.) Upon being alerted, the mas- 
ter computer sends a printout to police and 
fire departments with not only your address 
but also pertinent information about your 
house, possibly including the number of 
burglaries or fires in your neighborhood 
recently—and including data as to 
whether they were false alarms. You can 
also alert the computer if you need medical 
attention, and the hospital will have a print- 
out with your history and special needs to 
send with the ambulance. 

The motion detectors are fascinating. 
With them, the computer scans the room 
every six seconds. “|'m even closer to you 
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drinking 
Canadian & soda... 


That's the reaction that's 
made Puerto Rican Gold Rum 
one of the most popular and 
fastest growing liquors in 
America today. 

People try it once. Then again 
and again. 

Either with soda, with 7-Up 
or ginger ale, or on the rocks. 
Any way you try it, Gold Rum 
is the smooth alternative to 
bourbons, blends, Canadians 
—even Scotch. 

Try the delicious Gold Rums 
of Puerto Rico. The first sip will 
amaze you. The second will 
convert you. 

Make sure the rum is 
Puerto Rican. The name 
Puerto Rico on the label is your 
assurance of excellence. 

The Puerto Rican people 
have been making rum for 
almost five centuries. Their spe- 
cialized skills and dedication 
result in a rum of exceptional 
taste and purity. 

No wonder over 85% of the 
rum sold in this country 
comes from Puerto Rico. 


PUERTO RICAN RUMS 


Aged for smoothness and taste. 


For free "Light Rums of Puerto Rico” recipes. 
write: Puerto Rican Rums, Dept H-3, 

1290 Avenue of the Americas. N.Y..N_Y. 10019. 
© 1979 Commonwealth of Puerto Rico. 
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themselves through the wheat-colored 
shag carpeting, away from her body. “I 
honestly think | could do it now.” 

Snow's whitish blonde and very tiny per- 
sonal shag moved downward slowly, ap- 
proaching the golden-white shag on the 


floor As that space diminished between ° 


them, Spencer began to squirm on the 
couch. “Yup,” he said again. “I even think | 
could do it now, without training.” 

Her blonde-white hair fell forward, hiding 
her face. She watched, fascinated herself 
now, Rhamba-Bhuku forgotten for the mo- 
ment, as the two rugs, small and large, 
approached juncture, and the soft and 
subtle swell of her pubis inched down. 

Spencer fell with a thump backward off 
the couch, head near the floor, eyes cocked 
upward to watch this imperceptible prog- 
ress. His groin twitched. All thoughts of 
cash flow were forgotten in the image of 
grazing animals, soft lips cropping the 
wheat-colored rug, the fertile field of floor. 

Snow put her hands out, away from her 
body, balancing, and let her heels squinch 
out to the sides. The lips, to Spence, upside 
down off the couch, looked hungry, eager, 
opening to munch the heavy tops of wheat. 
The space narrowed, and A. Spencer 
Sparling's short, leather-clad body 
slithered off the vinyl couch and inched, 
supine, backward toward that narrowing 
gap. His breath quickened into quick, 
spasmodic rasps, his eyes rolled as vio- 
lently upward as the Boston cream pie 
lady's had. He wanted to intercede, to 
interpose himself between the small 
blonde triangle and the floor. “Il. Think. | 
could do. It. Now.” The words ground from 
his larynx like walnuts from a crusher. 

“Do what, Spence?” Snow's golden 
tones were cool and smooth as baby oil 
She was thinking that Rnamba-Bhuku was 
a physical meditation and that she didn't 
really need to recite the chant. In fact, she 
was distracted, fascinated by her own con- 
trol, and continued watching this slow de- 
scent of her venereal mountain toward the 
meadows of carpet. She was not giving 
Spencer all her attention. 

“Have, you know, more than one!” Only a 
few inches remained between groin and 
ground, and Spencer still had four feet to 
go. 

“More than one what, Spence?” Another 
inch vanished, devoured by those soft nib- 
bles at the air. 

Spencer's own booted heels scrabbled 
at the rug as desperation propelled him. 
“Orgasms!” he shouted. “We can make... 
millions ...if...1...can doit. Aaargh!” He 
made a final violent lunge toward that 
rapidly diminishing opening. He almost 
made it. The bridge of his nose collided 
sharply with her pubic bone, however, and 
she toppled forward onto his leather coat, 
her pert, round breasts flattened on either 
side of the line of buttons. Her cheek 
splashed against the bulge that was throb- 
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bing conspicuously in his leather pants. 

“My goodness,” she said. 

“That was a nasty crack,” Spencer said, 
rubbing the bridge of his nose. 

“Oh, Spence, you have such a mind.” 
She gently unzipped his fly, eased her long, 
delicate fingers inside, and out he flew, 
cocked and ready to fire, the Fountain of 
Youth, as somewhere down in the base- 
ment of his pump house the caretaker im- 
mediately turned on the spectacular formal 
fountains of Versailles. 

“Wow!" Snow exclaimed. “Do you really 
think you can?" She rolled her body around 
and flipped Spencer's still-spouting hose 
into her firehouse; and with a powerful flick 
of her Rhamba-Bhuku-conditioned hips, 
she crossed her ankles between his shoul- 
der blades, forcing his nose down under 
her arm and into the yellow and white shag 
carpet, where his squinted eyes could dis- 
cern every fiber. His own hips continued to 
twitch, though with rapidly diminishing 
vigor. 


“Seven minutes and 
twenty seconds,” he shouted. 
“Five male orgasms, do 
you hear? Multiple Orgasms 
for Men is a reality! We're rich, 
we'll make millions. . . .” 


bs 


“Uh,” he grunted. “Huh unh unh.” Shag 
filled his eyes, his nose, his mouth. His toes 
curled and twitched against her lean 
calves, and his short, little body dry- 
docked on her long, blonde grace. 

“Never mind,” she said as she uncorked 
him, the champagne gone flat. Already she 
was thinking of something else: the blue 
light of Dnharma-Dhatu. 

“Tomorrow.” His voice was a shallow pool 
turning brakish. “Tomorrow, at the lab, we'll 
get it. We can make millions—t! know it.” 

“Whatever you say, Spence,” Snow said. 
She leaned over to grasp her ankles once 
more. “Rhamba-Bhuku,” she breathed, in 
through the nose, out through the mouth. 
“Rhamba-Bkuku ... " 


The next day Spencer made everyone wet 
his or her pants, curl into a fetal ball, leap to 
one’s feet, touch toes, abase and exalt, 
shout and snigger, turn inward and out- 
ward, be a flaming asshole and a snot-filled 
buttbrain, drop cares and carry loads, 
shuck defenses—until, by the almighty 
folding green, they were all damn well en- 
lightened. 

Spencer was in a bad mood. 

He couldn't do it. 


Only one lousy orgasm. 

He couldn't do it. He wanted to; he was 
impatient for tonight and the training. Mil- 
lions depended on it; this could be the Big 
One. 

“You are all SUMUS,” he shouted. You 
belong to a special, select—! might even 
say elite—group, because you have been 
through Sparling Unified Meditation 
Bullshit has no power over you any longer. 
You will never be at the mercy of bullshit 
again. Because nothing is real. Everything 
is bullshit, which means that nothing is 
bullshit. Except one thing: ME. | AM. SUM. 
So let's hear everyone of you say it: SUM. | 
AM. Shout it out loud!” 

“SUM! | AM!" they all shouted, even the 
Boston cream pie lady, who had recovered 
from her faint of yesterday. None of them 
realized that Spencer was handing out his 
own particular brand of bullshit. But then, 
no one ever did. Well, almost no one. 


Many of them would be back for the post- 
graduate courses, That thought made 
Spencer feel a little better, so that by the 
time he and Snow arrived at the laboratory 
he was almost jaunty once more, his enor- 
mous self-confidence returned. The green- 
and-gold flag of universal currency was 
snapping briskly in the breeze, his per- 
sonal guidon and banner. 

“Okay,” he said, rubbing his palms to- 
gether. “Let's do it.” 

The technician daubed him with spots of 
conductive gel and wired him up. As 
Spencer had imagined, the fresh white 
paper waited, fan-folded in a pile. The pens 
were inked, and small lights winked on the 
panels. LED readouts monitored the status 
of his glands and muscles. 

The technician ran some tests, paper 
shot under the pens, and wiggly lines inked 
onto the paper; EEG, electromyograph, 
hormone levels. Green light painted runes 
on the oscilloscope screens. 

“Working fine, Mr. Sparling. Ready to 
go. 

“Let me hear that tone again so I'll know.” 

“Sure——" The technician adjusted a 
rheostat, and a pure middle-C, 128-cycle 
tone pulsed through the room. 

“Right,” Spence said. “Okay, Snow baby, 
lets get it on!” 

Snow, naked on the bed, was reading a 
back issue of Psychology Today. She 
looked up as Spencer, also naked, trailing 
wires from forehead, navel, buttocks, and 
the base of his rigid member, trotted toward 
her. She yawned and put the magazine 
aside. ‘All in the interest of science, eh, 
Spence?” she said, and gave her fine, pale 
hair a shake that sent it cascading around 
her face, a swift wind over late wheat. 

‘And in the interests of money, Snow 
baby—science and money. That's where 
it's at.” He bobbed toward her, swinging his 
small but shapely erection from side to 
side, trailing wires. 

Snow's hand reached out and captured 
it, stopped the swinging, closed warmly 
around the length, and tugged gently, eas- 
ing Spencer's short, neat form on top of her 


languid, svelte, and graceful one 

The machines started up again, the 
paper rolled smoothly beneath the pens 
tracing out the graph of Spencer's 
achievement. Paper poured from the end 
and piled on the floor, the twelve squiggly 
lines inking darkly across it. The needles all 
took a sudden jump as Snow eased 
Spence into her and he began his steady 
thrusting, staring over her shoulder at the 
digital clock on the control panel, at the 
green cathode ray tube tracing every deep 
plunge, every liquid response, every frac- 
tional contraction 

Snow, gazing at the ceiling, was thinking 
over the article in Psychology Today, “The 
Masochist's Way to Mental Health.” Of 
course, for someone as SUMmated as her- 
self, it wasn't necessary information, but 
the article was certainly interesting 

Dimly she was aware of Spencer's 
steady ins and outs, his breath puffing into 
her delicately whorled ear, his glinting eyes 
reflecting the red LED numbers as they 
whizzed the seconds by. 

That dimness throbbed, in and out of 
clarity, brightened into an answering 
warmth in her groin and then a rashlike 
flush on the insides of her thighs as she 
began to work back and forth in response 
Images of leather collars, wolves loping 
through the night, African snake massage 
Formica doodads, Thanksgiving turkey, 
floated across the ceiling 

Then she forgot about Psychology Today 
A balloon filled with warm milk exploded in 
her lower abdomen as Spencer's breath 
rasped in her ear. She was getting really 
interested now. 

Middle C began to beep in the back- 
ground. Beep, beep, beep. Must be 
Spence's orgasm, dammit! 

That's one!" he shouted, increasing, to 
Snow's relief, the tempo of his movements 

Beep, beep, beep, 128 cycles per sec- 
ond, pure sound. Thump, thump, his pelvis 
bumped against hers. | am, it said. | am. | 
am. Waves of hot milk roiled up and down 
her delicately boned spine. “My good- 
ness!" she gasped demurely, eyes closed 
almost there 

“Two!" he shouted, startling her. There 
was no break in his rhythm or in the beep- 
ing middle C. “Three! Four! Five!” 

He jumped to his feet, dripping and 
drooping at once, and jogged back to the 
console where the technician was pulling 
the heaps of paper from the floor, tracing 
the peaks of the graph with his blunt 
forefinger. Spencer trailed wires and spent 
fluids behind him 

“Seven minutes and twenty seconds,” he 
shouted, pointing at the digital clock, 
halted in place. ‘And three-tenths. Five or- 
gasms! Five ma/e orgasms, do you hear? 
He was shouting into the technician's ear. 
“Multiple Orgasms for Men is a reality! 
MOM has arrived! We're rich, we'll make 
millions, I'll get the Nobel Prize!” 

‘Spence,” Snow called plaintively to him 
the fine arch of her groin thrusting futilely at 
the empty air “Spence, I'm not finished 
yet.” Ot-s 
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inside the agency was leaking material to 
the Soviet KGB—in some cases directly off 
the CIA computer (see “KGB in New York,” 
Penthouse, August 1978)—the search for 
a mole intensified. CIA Director Turner or- 
dered a secret investigation into the han- 
dling of defectors. Former Ottawa Station 
Chief Cleveland Cram was brought out of 
retirement in order to question the coun- 
terintelligence staff 

Just how much damage a mole could do 
in the agency can be judged only by the 
remarkable capabilities of one primary 
Soviet intelligence target—the KH-11. The 
sensor-camera satellite system is capable 
not only of photographing a golf ball at 
more than 100 miles but also of intercept- 
ing Soviet radio communications. Even 
while the CIA was picturing Paisley as a 
small-time bureaucrat, the National Secur- 
ity Agency requested that the FBI and De- 
fense Department conduct an “immediate” 
probe of Paisley's possible connection to 
any missing documents relating to KH-11 
and its predecessors. (According to Pais- 
ley's own biographic sketch, prepared the 
month before he disappeared, Paisley had 
been assigned to the National Security 
Agency by the CIA for two years.) 

As a result of the investigation touched 
off by the Kampiles affair, sixteen manuals 


were discovered missing, including the one 
Kampiles was convicted of stealing for the 
KGB. 

The FBI soon learned that more than 100 
of the most basic and important technical 
documents detailing the KH-11 system 
and its planned successors were no longer 
in the CIA files or were unaccounted for. To 
make matters worse, the Department of 
Defense learned of this, not from CIA Direc- 
tor Turner, but from the National Security 
Agency, which informed Brown that it was 
operating on the assumption that the 
KH-11 system had been breached and 
thus “lost.” 

While the intelligence community began 
the agonizing search into the meaning of 
Paisley’s disappearance to the national 
security, more curious facts were emerging 
about this faceless bureaucrat whom the 
agency had tried to pawn off as so unim- 
portant. It was learned that Paisley shared 
his Washington apartment house with 
eleven employees of the Russian embassy. 
He had lived on the eighth floor, where eight 
of the Russians also had apartments. Ac- 
cording to former CIA counterintelligence 
head Angleton, between “40 percent and 
60 percent of all Soviet embassy employ- 
ees are operatives for the KGB.” 

When confronted with Paisley’s curious 
living arrangements, a CIA spokesman 
said, “We take no special interest in where 
our people live.” 

Penthouse learned that Paisley was 


6 SH htluyy 


STi Aeon 
44 


“I've had it with hunting and gathering. | think I'll become a tennis pro!” 


150 PENTHOUSE 


among the hundred highest-ranking em- 
ployees in the CIA. He had access to all 
major computer codes for Octopus—the 
CIA's nickname for its computer system. He 
had personally set up an early computer 
model that would quantify the Soviet mili- 
tary threat by means of its electronic brain. 
“Paisley was cleared for everything,” a 
former CIA deputy director told Penthouse. 

Paisley’s biographic sketch told of his 
work on several national-intelligence esti- 
mates and continued: “This has involved 
him intimately in the continuing intelligence 
assessments of Soviet military priorities 
and goals and the particular choices of 
weapons, forces, and strategies through 
which the Soviet Union seeks to achieve its 
objectives.” 

This knowledge of both American and 
Russian secrets, combined with several 
aspects of Paisley’s background, has in- 
vestigators wondering whether the mole 
may not have been the master of the Brillig. 

The man who was fingerprinted by the 
FBI in 1940 and identified as “Jack Paisley” 
was recruited into the Merchant Marine in 
1941 as the United States prepared for war. 
Paisley served out the first two years of his 
Merchant Marine stint as a radio operator 
on runs between Great Britain and the 
United States. In the Merchant Marine Pais- 
ley obtained Federal Communications Com- 
mission radio and radio telephone licenses 
and a commission as lieutenant senior 
grade with the U.S. Maritime Service. 

Coinciding with a U.S. aid buildup in 
Murmansk in the Soviet Union, Paisley was 
recruited into Col. “Wild Bill" Donovan's Of- 
fice of Strategic Services, keeping his 
radio operator cover. Paisley spent two long 
winters in Murmansk, learning to speak 
fluent Russian and getting acquainted with 
the Soviet bureaucracy. 

In 1948-49, Paisley served in the Middle 
East as a radio operator, working under 
United Nations cover. His résumé, obtained 
by Penthouse, says that he worked in the 
Ralph Bunch Mediation Mission to Pales- 
tine. A possible coincidence, which is 
called “tantalizing” by one CIA source, is 
that James Angleton obtained the coveted 
Israeli “desk,” or account, in the CIA be- 
cause of his work for the CIA in the strug- 
gling country in 1948. Despite the proxim- 
ity of Angleton and Paisley at that time, the 
CIA denies that Paisley ever worked for 
Angleton, and Angleton himself refuses all 
comment on the subject of Paisley. 

Paisley's assignments were varied. In 
1970 he was sent by the CIA to the New- 
bury Air Station, fifteen miles northwest of 
London, to oversee reconnaissance flights. 
He also continued his educational career. 
In 1963 he completed his master's degree 
with an analysis of the Soviet electronics 
industry. 

From 1953 until the time of his retirement 
in 1974, Paisley served brilliantly in a vari- 
ety of important technical assignments 
with the agency. These included not only 
his work in the spy satellite program but 
also predictions of Soviet military capabil- 
ity. More important, Paisley's role as the 
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deputy director for strategic research gave 
him access to a cornucopia of secret infor- 
mation and contact with a series of very 
important Soviet defectors. 

Paisley was admirably suited to deal with 
Soviet defectors on matters of scientific 
and military activity in Russia. His fluency in 
Russian was enhanced by an ability to 
sight-read technical Russian skillfully. 
Again, it must be stressed that these assets 
did not correspond to the picture of a 
small-time clerk that Hetu attempted to 
paint. 

On the surface, Paisley’s personal life 
appeared normal to the point of being 
pedestrian. He had been married more 
than a quarter of a century. He and 
Maryann had two children. They seemed a 
most typical civil-servant couple. 

As Paisley approached retirement in 
1974, the faceless bureaucrat with the av- 
erage family did something out of charac- 
ter. According to an investigator employed 
by Mrs. Paisley’s attorney, Bernard Fen- 
sterwald, Paisley and his wife left on a 
cruise to the Caribbean aboard the Brillig. 

The timing of Paisley's sailing trip coin- 
cided with the most important questioning 
of defector Nosenko. The Paisleys were in 
locations that, CIA sources told Penthouse, 
matched the whereabouts of Nosenko dur- 
ing his isolation period. For example, Pais- 
ley and his wife anchored the Brillig for brief 
spells at the Mason Marina in Wilmington, 
N. C., at the same time that, Penthouse 


sources say, Nosenko was in Wilmington. 
More important, Maryann Paisley went to 
work for the CIA during Paisley’s last full 
year at the agency (1973). Although the 
CIA claims that she worked on the “white” 
side as a one-year contract employee, CIA 
sources told Penthouse that Mrs. Paisley 
worked at what was known as “the Farm’ at 
Camp Peary, Va. 

According to these sources, Nosenko 
was kept at Camp Peary in a special isola- 
tion area off limits to all but agency employ- 
ees Cleared to deal with important defec- 
tors. 

Paisley, supposedly retired, was unusu- 
ally available to the United States Senate 
during this same time period. Penthouse 
has learned, through sources on the Sen- 
ate Intelligence Committee, that Paisley 
was questioned several times by Senate 
committees about CIA estimates of Soviet 
military strength. 

In a top-secret report Paisley prepared 
for the Joint Chiefs of Staff in 1970, which 
has been seen by Penthouse, Paisley 
warned that the Soviet Union’s gaining a 
foothold in Chile under the régime of the 
late Marxist president Salvador Allende 
was “more significant than the loss of Sin- 
gapore in World War Il.” In addition, he 
prepared special memoranda for the CIA 
on intercepting Soviet-Chilean communi- 
cations, thus drawing on not only his 
fluency in Russian but also his communica- 
tions expertise and his fluency in Spanish. 
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Penthouse has learned that the Coast 
Guard's description of the radio equipment 
on the Brillig matches the description of 
highly sophisticated equipment used to 
transmit and intercept communications by 
National Security Agency and CIA opera- 
tives. Sources at the FBI involved in the 
Paisley investigation told Penthouse that 
the radio equipment “may have been ca- 
pable of intercepting CIA communications 
while at sea.” 

Included in the Brillig's equipment 
(which was removed by Paisley’s friend Wil- 
liam Norman Wilson) were special devices 
that sent burst transmissions and a high- 
speed telegraph key. These devices for- 
merly were given to CIA field agents in 
order to avoid detection while they sent and 
received coded messages. More impor- 
tant, in the suitcase were a number of 
telephone-line intercept devices that would 
have allowed Paisley to tap the CIA com- 
puter for information. 

According to highly reliable and well- 
placed CIA sources, Paisley would have 
had a rather simple task in removing the 
material collected by the KH-11 system 
from the ClIAs Octopus computer. Using 
the sophisticated short-wave radio equip- 
ment, Paisley could make a phone patch 
and couple the CIA computer into any 
other computer he had access to and 
empty out the CIA's secrets in minutes. 

For example, the digital codes the KH-11 
sends back are stored not only in National 
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Security Agency computers but also in Oc- 
topus. Paisley could have transmitted 
these digital codes to locations where they 
could be reconstructed into photographs 
by computer. 

If the Soviets were privy to the readouts 
from the KH-11, sources in the Defense 
Department and the Senate Select Com- 
mittee on Intelligence say, the Russians 
could learn to bypass the system. 

The CIA's statement that Paisley did not 
have access to vital information was re- 
futed by Prof. Richard E, Pipes, a Krem- 
linologist at Harvard University, and 
Spencer Davis, the spokesman for the 
Senate Intelligence Committee. They re- 
ported that Paisley was the “coordinator” 
for a supersecret project started by CIA 
Director George Bush in 1976. 

Bush wanted better and more realistic 
assessments of Soviet military capability, 
He believed that the in-house staff of the 
CIA had become complacent about Soviet 
strategic power and had decided to bring 
in outside experts and give them access to 
the major secrets regarding not only Soviet 
strength but that of the United States as 
well. 

Bush named Professor Pipes to head the 
project. Paisley was picked as coordinator 
between the CIA group, called for pur- 
poses of the experiment the “A team,” and 
the Harvard professor's outside group, 
called the “B team.” 

The B team, chaired by Pipes, was 
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supplied the secrets that it needed by Pais- 
ley, who coordinated all activities with the 
agency. Pipes called the CIA's downplay- 
ing of Paisley's role as “just silly He knew a 
tremendous amount. He had to in order to 
do his job.” 

Though a CIA spokesman had said that 
Paisley was working on a “historical study 
that was not classified” on the Brillig before 
he died, FB! sources-told Penthouse that 
the only reason the document, an updated 
report of the B team’s assessment, was not 
classified was that “he simply hadn't turned 
it in yet.” 

The B team hadn't endeared itself to the 
CIA staff with its top-secret report. Senate 
Intelligence Committee spokesman 
Spencer Davis described the report by say- 
ing, “In short, they said that the CIA had 
underestimated the Russian military threat 
to the United States.” 

The CIA may have won its battle with the 
press to sell the suicide of John A. Paisley, 
but many in the Defense Department, the 
FBI, and the Senate were not so easily con- 
vinced. Little coincidences, when matched 
against the cadence of CIA lies, echo as 
investigators try to figure out whether there 
was any significance to Michael and 
Gretchen Yohn’s living next door to Edwin 
Moore, who was convicted of espionage in 
1977 for attempting to sell the Soviet Union 
stolen CIA secret documents. 

Investigators wonder, too, who volun- 
teered the information to police that Paisley 
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had bought his second diving belt at a 
Washington diving shop that is part of a 
chain that handles large orders for agency 
operations. 

Also being questioned is the death, 
under similar circurnstances, of Yale Uni- 
versity Prof. Richard |. Wolfgang in 1971. 
He, too, was consulting for the agency and 
Defense Department before he sup- 
posedly “committed suicide” after taking 
his sloop out for a sail. 

CIA intelligence, according to Senate 
sources, shows that only recently the KGB 
decided that it needed better technical in- 
formation concerning the United States 
and needed it fast. Perhaps in those 
friendly wartime days in Murmansk, a rela- 
tionship was established with the Russians 
that explains what happened to John Pais- 
ley while he was on the water he so en- 
joyed. 

The lies and unexplained questions 
about Paisley's disappearance finally con- 
vinced his widow to ask Fensterwald to 
represent her “in order to find out what the 
hell happened to my husband.” Fenster- 
wald had been a next-door neighbor to the 
Paisley’s when the couple was first mar- 
ried. 

From the CIA's viewpoint, Bernard Fen- 
sterwald could not have been a worse 
choice. “Bud,” as his friends call him, has 
been a veteran State Department and 
Senate investigator and has long been 
one of the strongest advocates for re- 
opening the King and Kennedy assassi- 
nation probes. 

According to Kennard Smith, Mrs. Pais- 
ley's reasons for asking Fensterwald to take 
the case were to “find out what went on. She 
doesn't understand why the CIA has lied 
about her husband and downplayed his 
role, but, more important, she doesn't think 
he is dead.” Mrs. Paisley never saw the 
body. Friends and CIA officials who had 
helped arrange for a cremation at the Colo- 
nial Funeral Home in Virginia urged her to 
have the body disposed of quickly. 

Maryann Paisley is not alone. The Wash- 
ington Star newsroom received a phone 
call after the publication of news that the 
body was identified as Paisley’s. The caller, 
speaking in a gruff male voice, simply said, 
“Paisley isn't his real name, and he's still 
alive.” The Star reporter on the case, 
Michael Davis, discounted the call as com- 
ing from a crank. 

At present there is no final answer to the 
mystery of John Arthur Paisley’s life and his 
strange disappearance or possible death. 
However, there is a growing fear among 
members of America’s intelligence com- 
munity that John Arthur Paisley has “gone 
home" and will reappear in Moscow at this 
year’s annual May Day parade in Red 
Square. Only one thing is certain: John 
Paisley has not been forgotten by those 
who wonder what national secrets went 


with him. O+—— 


(This article was prepared with the assis- 
tance of Richard Sandza of the Wilmington 
News Journal papers.) 


From the forthcoming book, The Gay Report (Summit Books) 
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Our society's changing attitudes toward sex have been mir- 
rored by a spate of recently published books about human 
sexuality. Most of these books have been written by the profes- 
sionals, and usually they make the discussion of sex both 
boring and sterile. The restraints of scientific writing and objec- 
tivity.demand a clean and wholesome approach to empirical 
research, which no doubt has its uses. But a new genre of sex 
study book has recently appeared as well. It is the study of 
sexual behavior by nonprofessionals, and | think that it’s a 
wonderful idea. Nancy Friday (My Secret Garden) and Sheri 
Hite (The Hite Report) did some of the ground-breaking work. 
Ms. Friday reproduced the private sexual fantasies of women, 
and so effective is the book that many of us psychologists use it 
in the treatment of anorgasmic women. The Hite Report was a 
best-seller precisely because it was not sterile and objective. It 
reflected the feelings and anxieties of many women and 
thereby gave support and strength to others who had previ- 
ously felt alone. This is a powerful therapeutic book in a society 
that has hidden information about sexuality from its members. 

The Gay Report, by Karla Jay and Alan Young, is the -first 


A major new book on human sexuality, The Gay Report, 
tells in women’s own words how they make love with other women. 


BY KARLA JAY AND ALLEN YOUNG 


“people study” on the subject of homosexuality. It covers the 
lives of both men and women. Although small attempts have 
been made before to publish this kind of matérial—some of it 
very good—this is the first comprehensive venture to publish 
the life experience of gay people, to read their actual words, not 
have them reduced to numbers on a chart or a professional's 
standard deviation. 

Reading The Gay Report may make gay life more intelligible 
to the parent, friend, or spouse of a homosexual or lesbian. In 
turn, they may learn that the traditional distinctions between 
homosexual and heterosexual are arbitrary and have little to do 
with the actual lives of people in their,search for love.—Dr. 
Charles Silverstein 


Lesbians are often asked with great curiosity or even hostility, 
“What do you people do, anyway?” The implication of the ques- 
tion is that lesbians cannot function without a penis. In the past, 
some of this phallocentricity was based on the myth of the 
vaginal orgasm—that is, that the “real” orgasm occurred in the 
vagina. The other orgasm, the “clitoral orgasm," was a sign of 
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fingers on my belly. This time 
she drew her head back and 
moaned as if she couldn't wait 
to eat me. | could feel her cunt 
was hot as she knelt on the 
bed, straddling my legs. She was 
wet, and moved slightly back and i id 
forth so her cunt was rubbing against ~\ 
my knees. She started stroking my breasts ~“S 
with her hands slowly and then bent down so 
that her breasts would rub on my belly, soft as kitten 

fur. We were smiling at each other, and every time | thought of 
how much | loved her, my body would ripple with a physical rush 
of feeling, tingling strongly. She said, ‘I love you,’ and lay her full 
length on top of me, her leg between mine, and kissed me 
slowly and tenderly. We started moving rhythmically and with 
our tongues make an‘imitation of tonguing each other's 
clitorises, teasing in and out, building subtly in force until our 
tongues were deep inside each other's mouths, pushing 
strongly as we do at the end of cunnilingus, when one of us is 
about to.come. 

“| slipped my hand down Teri's back, and we kissed, circling 
until | was squeezing her ass. Then, as we broke away from our 
kiss, she lifted her pelvis, and | slipped my hand under until | 
reached her vagina, | like to have different ‘techniques’ or 
stages blend and overlap so that it's all very fluid. Teri wasn't 
really expecting my finger on her vagina entrance and was still 
reacting to the kiss. She smiled, and then closed her eyes-and 
moaned deeply and loudly as | thrust my middle finger into her 
as far as it would go. She laughed, surprised. She rolled around 
a little, straddling my thigh as she felt the ‘contractions’ that 
follow orgasm, and started sliding down me until her face was 
at my cunt. She pulled my cunt hair nearest my clit with her 
teeth, and | felt the heat of her breath warm my cunt, heat my 
whole body. | was moving back and forth, waiting for her tongue 
on me. She darted in little movements with her tongue on my clit 
until | begged her to ‘eat’ me, which she did marvelously.” 


Cunnilingus 

Cunnilingus, also known as “oral sex,” “eating” or “eating out,” 
and “going down,” as well as other terms, is the second most 
prevalent form of sex between two lesbians. 

Even though oral sex is a bit less popular than manual stimu- 
lation, still a large majority (70-72 percent, according to our 
research) give or receive oral sex on a frequent basis. Also, a 
large majority of lesbians (71-74 percent) are able to achieve 
orgasm in this fashion most of the time. Stimultaneous oral sex 
is neither as frequent nor as popular as nonsimultaneous oral 
sex, maybe because it results in orgasm for only 22 percent on 
a frequent basis. Many women stated that simultaneous. oral 
sex is confusing. In any case, here are some sexual experi- 
ences in which oral sex is the primary method for achieving 
orgasm. ; 


“We started off drinking wine together and talking. We hadn't 
seen each other for a week; so there was a lot to say. We were 
sitting on her bed, and as we ran out of things to say, we began 
kissing and hugging, long, deep kisses, stroking each other's 
clothed bodies with our hands, and pressing together, my thigh 
rubbing gently around her clitoral area. We got more and more 
excited and reached under each other's clothes and quickly 
took them all off. 


“| felt warm and calm for a 
moment as we hugged and felt 
two excited bodies coming to- 
gether, skin to skin. We kissed 

more and stroked each other's 

backs, buttocks, legs; we kissed 
each other's necks and shoulders, 
and our hands were playing around 
the buttocks and thighs. We each moved 
our legs apart and were fingering each 

other's vulva playfully, reaching for the clitoris. | 
moved on top of her, my leg rubbing roughly against her vulva, 
and she lifted her leg a little so that she could rub against me as 
| moved forward and back. All this time we were kissing, deep 
soul kisses, and | was licking her ear or sucking the skin on her 
neck and shoulders. | stroked her strongly with my hand, from 
her leg all the way up her front. 

‘After a while | came off her and used my fingers to stimulate 
her more. Her vulva was wet then, and | let my fingers run 
around in it, feeling a slight stinging where | had cut myself. | 
found her clitoris and flicked my fingers over it, while kissing her 
breasts, sucking her nipples, sinking my face into her stomach. 
| kissed her pubic hair and the tops of her thighs, playing 
around with my tongue, and gradually approached her vulva. | 
licked her lips and slowly licked her clitoris. She gave a little 
jerk;’so | knew I'd arrived. Slowly, | moved my tongue around, 
getting used to the warm, wet feel and the taste of her. | began 
to quicken my tongue, giving varied, short strokes instead of 
long, straight ones. My favorite is to flick it from side to side very 
quickly. Now my fingers were exploring, too, finding her vagina 
and entering her, moving around inside, feeling the tip of her 
cervix and the walls of the vagina. She was responding, moving 
her pelvis round and round as my tongue went back and forth 
and my fingers went in and out. With each thrust | felt her anus, 
and my little finger entered her gently there. As she got nearer 
to orgasm, | took my fingers out and buried my face in her vulva, 
all wet and sticky, and moved with her, holding onto her legs 
(none of the rest of me was in contact with her body) and licking 
and sucking all over. We were both moving strong and fast; my 
tongue went into her vagina, then back to her clitoris, then back 
again to the vagina, and | didn't let up until she came. Then all 
was quiet, and | kissed her clitoris and her lips and her buttocks 
and thighs all over many times. At length | rested my head on 
her stomach and lay still.” 


“I'm in the large, light-green tile shower at my lover's house. It's 
summer in Hollywood. There's a thick breeze through -palm 
trees postcard-framed by the bathroom window. It's morning, 
and I'm up before she is, feeling content. At the beginning of my 
second chorus of ‘Your Cheatin’ Heart,’ she opens the shower 
door, her long, black hair wound up in a towel on top of her head, 
howling along with me (she is tone-deaf and not ashamed of it). 
She steps in with an offer to soap my back, which she proceeds 
to do, slowly and with her hands. | gently back her up against 
the shower wall, and we rub our slick bodies together. | get my 
hands soapy and pass them firmly up and down her thighs and 
between her legs. 

“We continue, with variations in kissing until the hot water 
runs out. We turn the water off, and | reel back around facing her 
and take one of her breasts in my mouth as my hands press 
her to me. | kneel and slide one hand up inside her thigh to her ° 
vaginal area, which | caress, and then find her clitoris by gentle 
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exploration with my tongue. | 
do that for a while. It gets cold 
there in the shower; so we get 
out and dry each other off. As | 
siton the edge of the bathtub, 
she unexpectedly kneels.on the 
rug and quickly brings me to or- 
gasm with her tongue.” 


“| usually like to stimulate my lover's genitals 
with light strokes, staying on her clitoris a bit longer 

than on the other areas. | kiss her genitals as if | were kissing her 
face, and then | use a sucking motion all over. As | concentrate 
on stimulating her clitoris and she reaches for my hair, | become 
as stimulated as if she were going down on me. Many times, 
when she is performing cunnilingus on me, | get an insatiable 
urge inmy mouth to do it to her; so | tell her to turn around so that 
we can both do it. In a sixty-nine position, it feels as if | were 
going down on myself.” 


Tribadism 

Although tribadism (rubbing one’s genitals against some part 
of one's partner's body) is also practiced frequently by a large 
majority of lesbian respondents, it is the least popular of the 
three primary methods for having an orgasm in lesbian sexual 
experience. 

Even though orgasm for lesbians is achieved through 
tribadism only a little over a third of the time with any frequency, 
the method is still popular. Here are a few pleasing experiences 
in which orgasm is obtained by tribadism: 


“A good time is the early afternoon on a weekend or Friday after 
work. The best is on a nice day, warm and sultry. We hug and 
kiss a little to let each other know we want to make love. 
Sometimes we giggle because we are both a little shy and 
self-conscious about being too sexually forward. Then we go 
into one of our bedrooms, and hug and kiss and stroke each 
other’s bodies while standing up. We sit on the bed and begin 
to take off each other's clothes, slowly and sensuously. | am 
more aggressive about this than she is, meaning that | usually 
initiate this process and carry it through from start to finish. 
Then | take off whatever of my own clothes she hasn't already 
taken off. | kiss her a lot, laying her gently down on the bed on 
her back. She is hugging me, and | kiss her and stroke her body, 
which is now naked (except maybe for socks, which we always 
laugh at when we forget to take them off). We rock back and 
forth, me on top, or half on top, rhythmically moving, which turns 
us both on. | rub her breasts and finger her nipples until they are 


then out again, and rub my hand around her ass and inside of 
her thighs. She touches me, usually sucks my nipples, and 
kisses me. 

“Then | lie on top of her, with my Venus mound just below hers, 
putting pressure on her genital area. | move, up, down, around, 
pushing against her, and meanwhile stroking her body and 
kissing her neck or mouth. She likes me to kiss her hard as she 
gets close to orgasm. She moans, with her eyes closed (that 
turns me on a lot). Usually it doesn’t take very long for her to 
come. She has one long orgasm; then it’s my turn. A common 
way she makes love to me is to stroke my breasts and legs, and 
then, when I'm turned on, she performs cunnilingus while lying 
on top of me; so! grab her ass and press it against me while she 
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erect. Then | touch her clitoris and go a ways inside her vagina, : 


is licking my clit. We move back 
and forth, again in rhythm.” 


“She andi had gone to bed tired 
after such a hectic day. We 
wound up around each other, 
sheltered from the cold February 
night. Her back and bottom were 
pressed against my breasts and legs 
respectively. My arms were under her neck 
and waist. Lazily rolling herself over, she stroked my 
hair. We lightly touched lips to cheeks, noses, and then our lips 
and our tongues together. | moaned lightly, feeling turned on, 
feeling exhausted. We lay there, not moving. My eyes and mind 
slowly moved open and shut, drowsing and smelling her next to 
me. Hooking onto the inevitable, | touched the inside of her 
thigh, and my fingertips played lightly on her and felt her 
respond and stir in my arms. She took my face in her hands and 
rolled toward me, looked at me, and kissed me while playing 
with my hair. My hand, which had been tucked between her 
thighs, moved to grab her ass as we kissed deep and long. My 
clitoris made itself known. Her hand seemed aware, too. She 
stroked lightly, a finger or two bringing moistness from cunt to 
clitoris. My body went electric, pressing close to hers and 
feeling delicious with and for her, and for me, too. 

“At some point | pulled her onto me. We lay there with our lips, 
legs, fingers, together like one entity. | moved my leg between 
hers and began moving to stimulate her, and her leg did the 
same for me, We moved as if in a trance. This lovemaking was 
new to both of us. The spontaneous, adventuresome, almost 
sleepy quality turned it into a long, languorous, mystical, and 
transcendent closeness we had not experienced before. | have 
experienced that kind of ‘delicious sex’ before, although 
perhaps ndt so completely. She felt like a part of me, | of her. 
Coming did not feel important or even imminent until it hap- 
pened. More, the feeling of warmth, both physically and emo- 
tionally, and the completeness within the’ experience were 
overwhelming.” 


“| can't really pick out a night in particular, but the best were with 
my last lover; so I'll describe one night | had with her. She 
started it—I am flat on my back and she rolls over on top of me, 
interlocking our legs, She makes a sort of circular motion with 
her hips, and | do the same, only counterclockwise. | lift upward 
for better contact between our genitals, and she pushes down. 
My arms are wrapped around her hips to hold her tighter to me, 
and she either holds my shoulders, the pillow, or the headboard 
| have a pillow under my ass to improve contact, too. After a few 
minutes we both come. Of course, through all of this there is 
French kissing.” 


Summary 

If love (or sex) is a many-splendored thing, it is certainly also a 
very complex thing, with many, many variables. Some re- 
searchers have spent a lifetime investigating the components 
of sexuality, and nothing is conclusive yet. 

Nevertheless, one might agree that the true test of a good sex 
life.is whether or not the person feels that her sex life. is satisfac- 
tory. In our study about 94 percent of the lesbians felt satisfac- 
tion regarding their sex life. The pleasing experiences in this 
chapter are testimony to this fact. Perhaps there is a great deal 
of truth to the saying, “Lesbians make great lovers.” O+—, 
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interlocking our legs. She makes a sort of circular motion with 
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minutes we both come. Of course, through all of this there is 
French kissing.” 


Summary 

If love (or sex) is a many-splendored thing, it is certainly also a 
very complex thing, with many, many variables. Some re- 
searchers have spent a lifetime investigating the components 
of sexuality, and nothing is conclusive yet. 

Nevertheless, one might agree that the true test of a good sex 
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CAN THIS 
RELATIONSHIP 
LAST? 


___TEST YOUR 
COMPATABILITY 
QUOTIENT 


Twenty-five questions that let you know Ms. Right from wrong. 
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PSYCHOGRAPH 


Falling in love is easy, but maintaining a 
successful long-term relationship is a 


much more complicated matter. If you're 


interested in continuing the relationship 
with the woman in your life, this psycho- 
graph may help. The questions are de- 
signed to pinpoint specific areas in the be- 
havior of your mate that either please or 
bother you. You don't have to be married to 
take this quiz. Current psychological re- 
search indicates that questions like the 
ones here can be successfully used to ex- 
amine either informal (but serious) male- 
female liasons or standard, “traditional” 
marriages. 

Rating one's mate may be a risky and 
downright dangerous undertaking. Focus- 
ing on your partner’s weak points can gen- 
erate all kinds of resentment. On the other 
hand, a specific, point-by-point examina- 
tion of the behavior that goes on inside your 
relationship can be of enormous value. Too 
often we make generalizations about our 
mates. We'll say things like, “She bothers 
the hell out of me,” but we can't pin down 
precisely what is causing our irritation, This 
quiz can help you discover exactly what 
areas of your relationship are unsatisfac- 
tory. Armed with this knowledge, you and 
your mate (if you approach each other with 
tact and sensitivity) may be able to solve 
some of the problems before they ruin your 
relationship. 

The items on this questionnaire have 
been culled from the latest literature in the 
field of dyadic adjustment—how two peo- 
ple manage to maintain a relationship. The 
questions focus on areas that are proven 
pressure points that can make or break a 
relationship. 

Although this psychograph has been 
constructed specifically for men, women 
may take it also. The results may be slightly 
less accurate for them, because a few 
areas of mate behavior that are important to 
women but not to men have been excluded 
from the questionnaire. 

Answer the -questions honestly and 
quickly. There are no right or wrong an- 
swers. The best policy is to follow your initial 
impulse: it will most likely be the most accu- 
rate response. If both you and your mate 
plan to take the quiz, you should do so 
separately. After both of you have com- 
pleted the questionnaire, you should con- 
sider getting together in order to discuss 
points of obvious difficulty in your relation- 
ship. 

Next to each answer you'll notice a 
number in parentheses. Ignore it. These 
numbers don't mean what you think they 
mean; so don't try to figure out which ones 
will yield the highest number of points. Just 
answer the questions honestly. 
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1. When. the two of you argue, is your 
mate more likely to 
(a) Stay and fight things out until 
some sort of resolution is: 


reached (15) 
(b) clam up and give you the silent 
treatment (22) 


(c) walk out the door and return 
later as if nothing has 
happened (10) 

2. Would you say that your partner's sex 
drive is 


(a) about the same as yours (23) 
(b) higher than yours * (30) 
(c) lower than yours : (12) 


3. When you first met your mate, did you 
feel that she didn't like you? 
(a) yes 
(b) no 


(13) 
(21) 


4. Would you say that your mate is 


(a) competent and capable (34) 

(b) incompetent and helpless (10) 

(c) generally capable but with 
occasional lapses (40) 


(d) sometimes competent but 
more often incompetent (11) 

5. How often does your mate kiss you? 
(a) every day at least once (16) 
(b) now and then (22) 
(c) rarely (31) 


6. If your mate (who had never done any- 
thing like this before) asked you for a 
large sum of money and would not pro- 
vide an explanation, would you give 
her the cash? 

(a) yes, without question 
(b) yes, but I'd be very angry 
* (c) definitely not 


(15) 
(22) 
(12) 


7. Would you say that your partner 
(a) is generally tolerant of your 
faults (25) 


(b) picks at you constantly (20) 
(c) sometimes ig tolerant, 

sometimes picky, depending 

upon her mood (30) 


8. Would you say that your mate's outlook 


on life is similar to yours? 


(a) yes, almost completely (33) 
(b) yes, although we differ on 
relatively unimportant things (24) 


(c) no, we look at life from entirely 


different angles (30) 


9. Would you say that your mate is as 


physically attractive as you? 
(a) yes, we're both about the 


same (14) 


14. 
_ (a) very good 


15. 


(b) she’s more attractive 
(c) I'm more attractive 


(21) 
(12) 


. How would you rate the intelligence of 


your mate? 

(a) average 

(b) above average 

(c) below average ’ 


(14) 
(23) 
(21) 


. How often does your partner say, “I 


love you?" (To you, that is.) 

(a) every day 

(b) often enough so that it feels 
good 

(c) only on special occasions 

(d) rarely 

(e) never 


(14) 


. How does your mate get along with 


your family? 

(a) very well 

(b) quite well 

(c) well enough to please me, 
since I'm not all that fond of my 
family either. 

(d) not very well 

(e) poorly 


(14) 
(22) 


(23) 
(31) 
(12) 


. ls your partner sexually responsive 


and uninhibited? 

(a) yes, very much so 
(b) quite 

(c) not too much 

(d) not at all 


(16) 
(33) 
(21) 
(11) 


How is your mate's sense of humor? 

(15) 
(32) 
(12) 


(11) 


(b) not bad 

(c) could be better 

(e) she never understands the 
punch lines 

(f) compared with her, Attila’s 
Huns would look like Monty 
Python's Flying' Circus (10) 

Does your partner 

(a) talk freely about things that are 
important to her 

(b) clam up so that you're never 
sure what's important to her 

(c) talk about things that are 
important to her but only with 
obvious effort or 
embarrassment 


(20) 


(13) 


. Whenit comes to resolving problems in 


your relationship, does your mate 

(a) expect you to solve all the 
problems 

(b) try to solve all the problems by 
herself (31) 

(c) divide the responsibility for 
dealing with problems about 
equally with you 


(22) 


(34) 


17. Does your partner irritate you by say- 
ing that you don’t make enough money 
or that your job doesn’t have enough 
prestige? ‘ 
(a) yes 
(b) no 
(c) occasionally 
(d) very rarely 


(10) 
(16) 
(20) 
(12) 


18. When you run into a particularly stress- 
ful period at work, is your mate more 
likely to 
(a) be more considerate of you at 
home to make it easier for you 
to cope with the outside 
pressure 

(b) pick just that time to complain 
or start fights 


(15) 
(20) 


19. How often does your partner use sex 
as either a weapon or a trade-off to get 
something she wants? 


(a) just about always (10) 


(b) often (20) 
(c) rarely (13) 
(d) never (15) 


20. When the two of you disagree, is your 
mate willing to compromise? 
(a) yes, always 
(b) most of the time 
(c) rarely 
(d) never 


(15) 
(33) 
(21) 
(11) 


21. Would you say that your mate spends 
enough time with you? 
(a) yes 
(b) almost enough 
(c) no, she always seems to have 
something she considers more 


(34) 
(41) 


important to do (20) 

22. |s your partner jealous and possessive 
of you? 

(a) yes (10) 

(b) no (24) 

(c) a little from time to time (22) 


23. Which of the following statements best 
describes how the two of you spend 
your leisure time? 

(a) we do everything together (33) 

(b) we do nothing together (10) 

(c) we do most leisure activities as 
individuals but occasionally do 
things together (21) 

(d) we must do everything 
together; my mate resents my 
having any outside interests of 
my own 

(e) we do many things together, 
but we also have individual 
interests that we pursue on our 
own i 


(10) 


(34) 


24. Does your mate expect you to read her 
mind? For example, if you ask her what 
will please her sexually, is she likely to 
respond, “If you have to ask, you don't 
love me,” or “What good is it if you have 


to ask?" 

(a) yes (11) 
(b) sometimes (30) 
(c) rarely (22) 
(d) no (24) 


25. Are you reluctant to take your mate to 
important social functions? 
(a) always 
(b) often 
(c) rarely 
(d) never 


(20) 
(11) 
(13) 
(16) 


SCORING 


Each possible answer on this psychograph 
has a number in parentheses next to it. Go 
back now and circle the number that corre- 
sponds with the answer you selected on 
each question. 

By adding the two digits in parentheses, 
you will arrive at the point value for each of 
your answers. Thus (23) does not mean 
twenty-three points; it means 2 + 3 or 5 
points. In the same way, (30) actually 
equals 3 points, (14) equals 5 points, and 
so on. Now add up the points for all twenty- 
five answers to arrive at your total score. 

A score ranging from 128 to 152 points 
suggests that you value your mate highly. If 
she feels the same about you, the two of 
you have a good chance of establishing a 
long, satisfying relationship. 

If your score falls between 103 and 127 
points, it means that you have given your 
mate an above-average rating. When you 
feel that you and your partner are in a con- 
genial mood, you may want to go over 
some of the areas in which you gave her a 
low rating and see what she thinks. But 
don’t push it. You seem to have the makings 
of a good relationship. 

A score ranging from 79 to 103 points 
raises some questions. Although this is the 
spectrum within which a large portion of 
people would rate their mates, it indicates 
that you are dissatisfied with your partner's 
behavior. A score in this range suggests 
that your relationship is on shaky ground. If 
you and your mate feel that you'd Jike to 
remain committed to each other for the long 
term, you may want to start working to im- 
prove those areas where either you or your 
mate scored poorly. 

If you rated your mate between 55 and 
78, it's a wonder that you're still together. 
Nevertheless, there must be some bond 


-between you, even if it's only mutual dis- 


taste. Actually, your relationship may not be 


unique. J. Richard Udry, a sociologist at the 
University of North Carolina, notes that 
“studies done among the upper middle 
class, where marriages are most stable 
and to outward appearances the most ad- 
justed, conclude that few of these people 
find their marriages deeply satisfying.” 


A note on scoring: A short quiz like this is 
not a foolproof instrument for predicting 
whether or not your relationship will be suc- 
cessful. Male-female relationships are too 
complex to be so easily dissected. A test 
like this is valuable because it provides you 
and your mate with “talking points.” It con- 
centrates on specific behaviors that are 
known to cause problems in a relationship. 
You should not use the test as a weapon 
against your mate. (“| gave you a low score 
because | think you walk all over me.”) Use 
the information gleaned from these ques- 
tions constructively. If you rated your mate 
poorly in a particular area—and if that area 
of her behavior really bothers you —talk to 
her about it. Don't bring up the subject 
during'an argument; wait until both you and 
-she can discuss it intelligently. 

You should also be aware that we rate our 
mates differently at various points during 
the course of a relationship. Dr. Udry says, 
“The first decade of marriage is charac- 
terized by a consistent decline in marital 
Satisfaction, accompanied by a decline in 
intimate husband-wife communication, a 
decline in consensus, and a disengage- 
ment from joint activities." Men are more 
likely to rate their mates highly during the 
earliest and latest years of their marriage. 
Consequently, a low score on this quiz is 
less a cause for concern if you are a mar- 
ried man with children than if you either just 
began living witha woman or if your kids 
have grown up and left home. 

Finally, it should be pointed out that this 
quiz is based on the traditional models of 
male-female relationships. If you gave your 
mate a poor rating, that may simply mean 
that your relationship is based on entirely 
different standards. You may be living with 
an ugly, bitchy, but very rich widow in a 
relationship in which both of you are aware 
of the ground rules and are satisfied with 
them. This quiz also presumes that you ex- 
pect a high level of satisfaction from your 
relationship. But some men want only a few 
specific things from a relationship (com- 
panionship or sex or someone to cook din- 
ner) and are perfectly happy to find other 
satisfactions outside of their relationship. 

So use the results of this psychograph 
intelligently. If you find it useful, fine. But if 
you're content with the relationship you've 
got, don't let the quiz itself become a point 
of contention. Ot 
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 41 


sun. As removed my shirt, Robin said that 
if | took my jeans off, she would put the 
lotion on my legs. Soon | only had my un- 
derpants on. | had a tremendous erection 
and could tell that she was very hot, as well 
Finally, she said, “If you'll fuck me easy, to 
show me whatit's all about, I'll give you your 
blowjob.” 

My mouth fell open, and she actually 
thought | wouldn't go for the idea. But | 
readily accepted and told her it would be 
my pleasure. We first went into a very slow 
sixty-nine, as | was trying to be very gentle 
with her. I'm just average size, but when | 
gently entered her, she was very tight (and 
very scared). We worked my erection inand 
out very slowly, until she took it all in with 
very little pain, which made me feel*like a 
very wise instructor. | came in her, and she 
experienced her first orgasm. It was a very 
mild one, but she knew what had hap- 
pened and thanked me sincerely. After we 
rested, she kept her end of the promise and 
gave me a fantastic blowjob. | came in her 
mouth, and she happily swallowed it all 

Afterward, we sat and talked until about 
one in the morning, when | really had to 
leave. Robin asked if | thought | could get it 
up for a nightcap. | told her | didn't know if | 
could, and so she assisted with her soft 
mouth. After another very gentle and sen- 
sual session, | had to go. We agreed not to 
discuss (he evening wilh anyone, Robin 
then asked if | could tutor her further the 
next month. 

This has been going on now for eight 
months (except the one time Louise visited 
Robin during my meeting). Once a month 
Robin does all the things for me that my 
own wife refuses to do. When we go out, 
she wears a garter belt and stockings with- 
out panties or bra. She once gave me a 
blowjob in a traffic jam. She allows me to 
fuck her doggy style and leaves her stock- 
ings on during our monthly lesson. We have 
attended several X-rated movies together, 
and next month she wants me to “buy a 
pound of the high-priced spread” so we 
can explore anal sex. Last month she 
shaved off all her pubic hair, but she says it 
itches too badly; so she has trimmed it into 
a neat page boy. Robin even wants to put 
the moves on Louise the next time she vis- 
its, which should be interesting—and re- 
markable, if it works. This woman puts no 
demands on my time other than once a 
month, and | was wondering if you think I've 
gotten myself into an untenable 
situation. —P.D. 


No, but | must say that | think it's unfair to 
compare your wife’s performance in bed 
with that of her friend's. After all, it's easy to 
be the perfect wife for just one evening out 
of the month. 


FOURWAY FREEWAY 
My wife, Elise, and | have been happily 
married for three years and have only par- 


ticipated in group sex on one occasion. We 
had been partying in the city and were 
drinking heavily. On our way home, we de- 
cided to stop by at a close friend of Elise's, 
who lived downtown with her boyfriend, Ted 

lt was late, and Lisa and her boyfriend 
were already in bed, but Lisa invited us into 
have a drink anyway. It turned out they they 
had been doing some downs and were 
fairly messed up at this point. Ted stayed in 
bed while the three of us had a drink. Lisa 
then suggested we sleep on their couch, 
since it was very late and we were so high. 
We readily agreed. About fifteen minutes 
later, Lisa came back out, dressed in noth- 
ing but sheer panties! 

I'd long admired her body. She was tall 
and thin, with long blonde hair and small 
but extremely shapely and bouncy tits —in 
the Faye Dunaway mold. And now those 
pointy breasts were staring right at me. She 
laughed and said she was hungry and 
wanted to make some guacamole. “! hope 
I'm not too casual—it's too much hassle to 
get dressed,” she said. Of course, | had no 
complaints, and Elise was so loaded that 
she just thought it was cute. | sat and 
drooled over Lisa’s body while she and 
Elise made and ate the snack 

Finally, Elise and | retired to our couch. 
But not for long, since Elise decided to go 
and have a chat with Lisa. After about fif- 
teen minutes | decided to go into the bed- 
room and investigate, because my wife had 
gone in there wearing only her panties and 
my V-neck undershirt, which her tits were 
falling out of. | must say that Elise is also 
quite a looker. She's only five feet two 
inches tall, but with a wonderfully womanly 
body, lots of curves in the right places, and 
the nicest ass I've ever seen. 

The three of them were sitting talking on 
the bed; so | joined them. (You have to 
remember that the four of us were feeling 
no pain.) | started passionately kissing 
Elise and looked over to see Ted going 
down on Lisa. Elise also looked and started 
to bolt out of the room, but | grabbed her, 
held her down on the bed, pulled off her 
panties, and spread her legs. She strug- 
gled for a moment, because she had never 
been nude in front of another man, but she 
really loves oral sex and was soon murmur- 
ing her approval 

Elise and Lisa had their heads at oppo- 
site ends of the bed, and Ted and | had our 
heads buried in their respective muffs. | 
was busy turning on Elise when | felt Lisa's 
warm hand close around my throbbing 
prick. | shifted my position a little to make it 
easier for her, and my wife looked down at 
what was happening. She looked at me, 
and to my surprise smiled, then reached 
across and grabbed Ted's huge, upright 
penis, which was considerably larger than 
my thick seven inches. 

Seeing that Elise had no objection, Lisa 
moved herself around so that she could put 
my steaming cock into her mouth. Again to 
my surprise, Elise didn't miss a beat. She 
turned and took about half of Ted's member 
into her mouth. Our bodies formed a neat 
rectangle, with everybody sucking simul- 


taneously. | was getting the best blowjob 
ever, and | could see that Elise was fasci- 
nated by the size of Ted's tool. After several 
smaller climaxes, both girls came to crush- 
ing, grinding, hip-raising orgasms at nearly 
the same time. As the girls collapsed back 
for a moment, Ted and | looked at each 
other, grinned, and said “Switch!” A few 
seconds were all they needed, and soon we 
were back in our rectangle, only this time 
Ted was licking Elise while | was getting a 
taste of Lisa. Her loud moans made it clear 
that my wife was enjoying herself. | have an 
extremely talented tongue, and Lisa was 
energetically responsive—bucking like 
crazy. After a short while | noticed my wife 
had stopped licking my balls and was 
completely engrossed in what Ted was 
doing to her. Lisa had stopped sucking Ted 
as well, | swung around and straddled her 
face. Ted started to raise himself up so that 
he could plunge his prick into my wife, but 
she put her hands on his shoulders and 
pleaded, “Oh no, no, don't!” He returned to 
her quivering pussy and went to work. Ina 
few minutes she started groaning rapidly 
and urgently, “Oh, mmmmm, oh, yes, yes." 
The bed was shaking all over the place as 
she humped faster and faster, twisting and 
turning from side to side, raising her hips 
higher and higher. Elise was coming to a 
stunning climax as she shouted, “Fuck me, 
please fuck me now...oh, please!” | 
couldn't believe my ears. She was going 
nuts, shouting, “Put it in me, fuck me, fuck 
me!" like some religious chant. Finally, Ted 
did, ramming his big dick all the way home 
on the first thrust. Elise cried out and then 
started bucking like a wild woman 

Lisa and | broke away from our sixty-nine 
| flipped her over and entered her pulsating 
vagina from the rear, squeezing her tits and 
ramming myself into her at a blinding pace 
She really knew how to shake her hips 

After some amazing action, we all rested 
We smoked a couple of joints, and then the 
girls took matters into their own hands, 
playing and teasing our cocks. Finally, they 
climbed on top. It was a great finale, watch- 
ing those two sets of boobs bounce up and 
down as the girls rode us to climax 

Everybody crashed soon after, and, as | 
said, it was the one and only time my wife 
and | ever did anything like that. She felt 
guilty afterward but enjoyed it at the time 
My question is: do you think | should try to 
set up another of these encounters and see 
if Elise will go along with it?—D.G 


Of course, and if she refuses, don't let that 
stop you. Your friends obviously enjayed 
themselves, too. If Elise refuses another 
fourway—which | doubt—just invite Ted 
and Lisa over for drinks and dinner. What 
happened once will most likely happen 
again, without your having to coax Elise into 
anything. One look at Ted should get her 
going. Just watch out! You may not be able 
to stop her. Faithful wives with approving 
husbands sometimes act like nuns in a 
commune when it comes to fourways and 
swapping. Once you've got them going, 
who can stop the action? O+—~ 


SuUNUP/ 
sunnpown 
(Formerly Uppers & Downers) 
P.O. Drawer 11899, Ft. Lauderdale, Fl. 33339 
For her hand crocheted string bikini, send 
$12.99 + $1.50 handling. (Fl. residents add 4% 
State Sales Tax) We're happy to mix sizes— 
indicate separately and add $3. 


Master Charge C Visa (BankAmericard) 
0 Check/Money Order 


Full Signature Acct No. Expiration Date 
% = 
a Name (Please Print) 
City/State/Zip PH-3 


4 OR CALL TOLL FREE (orders only): 1-800-325-6400 


S) Sizes: C Small (‘A’ cup, 33-35 hip) OQ Medium 
(‘B' cup, 35-37 hip) Ol Large (’C’ cup, 37-39 hip) 
Colors; O virgin white D basic black O scorchin’ 
orange O wine grape Ci natural beige 

OD hot pink OC chocolate 0 emerald green 


Second color choice: 


~. She'll incite all the passion of the 
sunin this sexy hand crocheted 
string bikini! Exciting 1979 colors 
from which to choose. Elasticized 
100% pre-shrunk cotton 

for perfect fit. 


No nonsense guarantee—Refund if not totally 
satisfied, return within 10 days. *12°° 
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Lightweight...Sensual...Adjusts to your comfort. An ex 
perience in rest or play unmatched by any other support 
structure. Takes the seasickness, immobility, and weight 
out of waterbeds, yet offers the same “give and take” sen 
sation, Two people can sleep on a full, queen or king size 
bed undisturbed by the other's movements. The air coil | 
construction, with multiple controlled air chambers, sup 

ports your body evenly and independently. 


Twin-39" x 74” (Item 2339) $49, 
Full-54" x 74” (Item 2354) 
Queen-60" x 80" (Item 2360) $79.95 
King-74” x 80" (Item 2374) $99.95 
Add $4.95 per bed for shipping and insurance. 
AC Air Pump (item 0004) $29.95 
DC Pump-plugs into auto cigarette lighter 
(Item 0005) $29.95 
Mlinois Residents include 5% sales tax. 
Check or M.O. Enclosed 
Charge My Credit Card: 
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Please send me the following AIR BED(S): ) 


$69.95 


The AIR BED is the most revolutionary and luxurious way AmericanExpress — Mastercharge 

to spend a third of your life. You are gently but firmly sup- Bank Amer./Visa Diners Club Blanche 
ported by 100% air instead of metal springs and stuffing CardNo. Exp.Date 
Many chiropractors agree the structured Air Bed has un- N. 

precedented orthopedic value as a permanent mattress blll 

Store it ona shelf, take it camping, use it in your van, boat, | Address 

summer home, on a floor or in a frame. Sunbathe and float City 

on it. All 8” high standard sizes: Twin-39"'x74"', Double- ‘ 

54""x74", Queen-60"x80", King-74"x80". Inflates in min- 4 State Zip 


utes with any air pump or cannister vacuum. (Bed comes 
with adapter) Durable 20 gauge poly vinyl cleans with soap 
and water. Repair kit included. High Powered Air Pumps 
AC pump operates from standard electrical outlet. DC 
pump operates from auto cigarette lighter. $29.95each 

Do not be confused by inferior imitations. This is the 
original, permanent, red velveteen airbed...once priced as 
high as $119.95. Try it for 10 days at our expense. If you are 
not satisfied, return it within 10 days for arefund. 


Signature 
PHMB-244 


CREDIT CARD ORDERS f 2595.0461 
CALL TOLL FREE 800-323-2272 Taare soul 
790 Maple Lane Bensenville, II, 60106 
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Fashion by Ed Emmerling/Photos by Denis Piel 


EASY LIVING 


Traditional menswear is-left in the shade 


by spectacular new Italian sportcoats in vibrant colors. 


Today's liberated man—strong but sensitive, masculine but 
never macho—has inspired a revolutionary new look in 
sports coats, a traditional staple of men’s apparel. 

The new “strong man” look from Italy is accentuated by a 
return to padded shoulders, but it has a softened effect. The 
lack of obvious sex differentiation is echoed here in the use 
of such vibrant colors as magenta, rose, yellow, or teal 
blue—which would have been dismissed even a year ago as 
affected. (It's appropriate that some of the clothes on these 
pages are modeled by women, underscoring the idea that it 
is the person wearing the clothes, not the clothes 
themselves, that dictates the sexual image conveyed.) 

This new look in sportswear is deliberately more elegant 


R..., soft shapes in supple lightweight fabrics are the 


than last year's look—especially when the fabric is linen or 
silk—but the freedom to wear the clothes that suit one's taste 
is still most important. Most of these jackets can be worn ina 
more traditional, formal way at night, and then “dressed 
down" for daytime wear simply by turning up a collar or 
rolling back a cuff. (But last year's “rumpled look” is out.) 

Like the dollar, lapels are shrinking, but there is versatility 
here as well. The more avant-garde sophisticates can 
choose the narrow two-and-one-half-inch lapel, while the 
majority of men will probably opt for a fuller three-and- 
one-half inches. There are more options than ever for men, 
both in life-style and in fashion—as long as men approach 
both with confidence and imagination. O+—4q 


essential ingredients of software. High-visibility colors, such as royal blue, lavender, pink, provide a striking contrast to last 
season's sea of neutral. The silk and linen orchid-colored, shawl-collared blazer has turn-up cuffs and two lower patch 
pockets ($120) and is worn with all-worsted wool flannel double-pleated straight-leg pants ($80) and one-inch silk and 
leather belt ($20); by Gayle Kirkpatrick for Augustus. Orange cotton tie ($7) by Camouflage. Silk crepe de chine shirt ($90) is 
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by Saint-Clair. Her underthings by Shuba; jewelry by M&J Savitt; shoes by Carina Nucci 


cques Corsia. Makeup by Rex. Room in 


Gaby Hair styled 


y 


T. newest softly constructed blazer is shawl-collared, 
broad-shouldered, and has a shirt styling. This spun-silk, double-breasted, shawl-lapelled shirt-jacket in rose ($125) is worn 
with pleated pants of Tussah silk ($85); by Morgan Ayres for Morgan & Co. Raspberry silk crepe de chine shirt 
($90) is by Saint-Clair; one-inch tie ($7) by Camouflage. His 14K gold bracelet (£400) at Alfred Dunhill of London, Inc. The 
big shirt that is his but one she likes so much to wear is all-silk iridescent with a banded collar ($80), by 

Lanvin Shirts. Otherwise, the underthings are by Ora Feder; jewelry by M&J Savitt. 
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ilk-blend textured-weave jacket ($175), by Givenchy 
ia Sport, make up a sport ensemble ($240). The silk-blend pullover 
0) by Georgette Ghica, Ltd.; tie ($7) by Camouflage; cotton scarf 
S favored by the lady, wearing his all-cotton chenille blazer, witt 
y Weavers for Jean Robert; the pleated 
25) by Georgette Ghica, Ltd. Her jewelry by M&J Savitt 


by Chequers, and silk-blend trousers (about $65), by Tall 
sweater vest ($35) is by Tallia Sport. Cotton-linen shirt 
($35) by Jean-Paul Germain. Another sport ensemble o 
wedge" shape shoulder pads ($80); by Adolfo Sport. T! 
pants ($50) are by Ciao for Barney Sampson. Silk and cashn 


e Striped polo shirt ($55) b 


I. 


look" jacket ($115) is by Johnny Carson Apparel 


worn with cotton and linen pleated pants ($70), by Saint-Clair. Cotton and acrylic vest ($55) by Weavers for Jean Robert 


One-inch wool tie by George G. Graham. Cotton shirt ($27.50) by Egon Von Furstenberg. Elite model Eva Wallen wears his 
bright yellow “silk look" sports coat (about $90), by Fiorvanti by Brookfield. Cashmere sweater-vest ($150) and linen pleated 
pants ($90) are both by Georgette Ghica, Ltd. One-inch tie ($7) by Camo iflage. The cotton and linen shirt ($40) is by Lanvin 

Shirts. Her jewelry by Artwear, shoes by Carina Nucci. Both silk pocket squares by Eliot Gant, Ltd 


For information on where to buy merchandise featured here, see page 170. 
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For “where to buy” information on fashions 
shown on pages 166-169, contact these 
manufacturers or stores. 


GAYLE KIRKPATRICK FOR AUGUSTUS 
1290 Avenue of the Americas 
New York, N.Y. 10019 (212) 741-2828 


Neiman-Marcus, Dallas, Tex 

J.L. Hudson's, Detroit, Mich. 

Rich's, Atlanta, Ga. 

Liberty House, San Francisco, Calif 


MORGAN & CO. 
1275 No. Harper Avenue, Number 7 
Los Angeles, Calif. 90046 (213) 656-7196 


Maxfield Bleu, Beverly Hills. Calif 
Madonna, New York, N.Y. 

M. Penner, Houston, Tex. 

Bacon, Corps, and Fort, Boston, Mass 


GIVENCHY By CHEQUERS 
1290 Avenue of the Americas 
New York, N.Y. 10019 (212) 581-3535 


Sakowitz, Houston, Tex 

Lanson's, Miami, Fla 

Bullock's Wilshire, Los Angeles, Calif 
Cedric's, all stores, Minnesota 


ADOLFO SPORT 
1290 Avenue of the Americas 
New York, N.Y. 10019 (212) 255-5430 


Saks Fifth Avenue, New York, N.Y. 

Macy's, San Francisco, Calif. 

Woodward and Lothrop, Washington, D.C 
Filene's, Boston, Mass 


JOHNNY CARSON APPAREL 
1290 Avenue of the Americas 
New York, N.Y. 10019 (212) 397-3600 


Abbot's Menswear, Phoenix, Ariz 
Porter Stevens, New Orleans, La 
Wallach's, New York, N.Y. 

Levy Wolf, Jacksonville, Fla 


FIORVANT! By BROOKFIELD 
1290 Avenue of the Americas 
New York, N.Y. 10019 (212) 581-1911 


Latt's County Squire, Washington, D.C 
Daniel Davidson, Atlantic City, N.J 
Gary's Menswear, Inc., Bellingham, Wash 


FOR ACCESSORIES WRITF OR CALL 


Camouflage Clothing 
141 Eighth Avenue 
New York, N.Y. 10011 (212) 741-9118 


Saint-Clair 

108 West Thirty-ninth Street 

New York, N.Y. 10018 (212) 730-8235 
Lanvin Shirts 


1290 Avenue of the Americas 
New York, N.Y. 10019 (212) 586-1903 


Georgette Ghica, Ltd 

41 West Fifty-seventh Street 
New York, N.Y. 10019 

(212) 223-0371 


Weavers for Jean Robert 
105 West Fifty-fifth Street 
New York, N.Y. 10019 (212) 541-7227 
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than your mother,” Korodi says, speaking 
for the computer with an accent more than 
one visitor identified as German. 

Korodi is proud of his electronics. He 
personally holds six patents. After demon- 
strating each device, he says the same 
thing: “It works.” He is their father, and he 
wants to be your mother. He wants to pro- 
tect you. He wants you to like these things, 
which are undoubtedly useful. His 
achievements are impressive, and he 
works very hard. He is Qube’s Werner von 
Braun. But he doesn’t seem to understand 
that it is frightening to be in a room with the 
door closed, surrounded by sensors— 
especially when he says those things with 
that accent. 

These systems do not exhaust Qube’s 
ancillary capabilities. “Many things can be 
done,” says Korodi. “But the question is, Is 
it cost effective? Is ita useful service? Is it a 
business?” One of the future possibilities is 
traffic-light control. “Will we do it?” Korodi 
efficiently asks himself. “| don’t know. 
Would | like to? Not particularly. Can |? Yes.” 

These services are possible and priced 
below other independent systems (basic 
fire protection, for example, will cost $100 
for initial installation and then $12 a month), 
not because television is wired into the 
home, but because a sophisticated com- 
puter is, Data bank retrieval, newspaper 
printouts, and complicated merchandising 
are also possible. While home computers 
are the subject of debate and speculation, 
Qube has computer-linked more than 
20,000 homes in Columbus. “A simple 
computer terminal,” Gus Hauser says. 
“That's what the Qube console is.” 


Some see dangers if Qube succeeds. Itis a 
single system capable of going into a 
number of cities, requiring a certain uni- 
formity, and driving out user-initiated vari- 
ety. If Hauser thinks Qube is the Tiffany's of 
television, its critics call it the McDonald's 
of cable. 

There are questions about the digital re- 
sponse system. Exactly how far from passivi- 
ty is it? Is it more than a chimera of participa- 
tion? Qube has a new dramatic program in 
which an improvisatory theater group works 
a viewer-suggested subject into a skit and at 
certain plot points asks, through the re- 
sponse buttons, which of several alternative 
turns the story should take. 

Except for the difference that she was 
mailed her lines, Mildred Montag in Ray 
Bradbury's Fahrenheit 451 could be talking 
about Qube: “It's a new idea. The 
homemaker, that's me, is the missing part. 
When it comes time for the missing lines, 
they all look at me out of the three walls and 
| say the line.” The three walls are covered 
with television screen. Qube’s program 
sounds more interesting, but does it lead in 
the same direction? Will this be the way the 
American vegetable takes final root in a 
computerized armchair? 


Qube may be an escalation in forming an 
electronic fortress mentality about the pri- 
vate home, because, until they put two-way 
video and perimeter defense in your digital 
quartz wristwatch, home is where the ac- 
tion is. And will this isolation and ease of 
responding with a finger to transmit simple 
opinions (thumbs up, mostly up, halfway 
up, halfway down, down), informed or not, 
thought through or not, make us increas- 
ingly smug and irresponsible? In our self- 
guarded homes, where the decisions are 
easy when the machinery whispers, “Touch 
Now"? 

But there are also fears about what may 
happen if Qube begins to fail. The organi- 
zation might then turn to more extensive 
and obfuscated marketing surveys for cer- 
tain income. “The next step,” says Qube’s 
Klieman, “is sophisticating our research 
capability. We've got the best research sys- 
tem ever invented. We can get it in 
seconds—painlessly.” Will a hard-pressed 
Warner simply sell this information- 
gathering system to others, whose 
scruples about privacy and the use of 
computer data may not be as strong as 
Qube's? 

Mistakes have been made before in con- 
fusing the future with science-fiction glitter. 
In fact, the only true two-way television in 
the home was offered in 1970 by AT&T— 
Picturephone—and was summarily re- 
jected. So it's not true that nothing ever 
failed because it overestimated the Ameri- 
can appetite for gizmos. 

However, Qube is part of a trend toward 
what the Texas Instrument Company ads 
call, “personal electronics.” From cal- 
culators to video disks, from eight-track 
and Cuisinart to Betamax and Advent 
screens, Qube fits in. It also fits into another 
contemporary context. In describing the 
services of Qube, Gus Hauser likened it to 
a department store: it's big, you can walk 
through the channels, shop around, buy or 
not buy. The comparison is true as far as it 
goes, but it doesn't go far enough. What 
Qube is even more like is a shopping mall. It 
is centrally controlled, preplanned, and 
monitored. There are all kinds of things to 
buy, but the biggest thing is the experience 
itself. It is made up of consumer images, in 
patterns repeatable anywhere. Shopping 
malls are themselves reflections of televi- 
sion: the simulated reality, the two- 
dimensional version of small-town 
America. Qube is just a little further along 
the feedback loop. It is the shopping mall of 
television. 

Qube could conceivably include com- 
munity video of the Reading model. But so 
far, in the hands of Warner, the company 
can't cope with the idea conceptually or 
economically. Qube is “Me” Cable— 
stylish, sexy, product-oriented. Community 
video is “Us” Cable. The question is, Will 
local governments and their constituents, 
newly schooled in the capabilities of cable, 
successfully demand, finance, and use 
true two-way community television? Stay 
tuned. But that won't be easy. At least, not 
as easy as Touch Now. O+-_ 
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How are today’s college students 
dealing with our culture's liberated 
sexuality? Where can students find 

privacy in a dormitory setting? How do 
sexually active undergraduates deal 
with roommates, lovers, and parents? 
Dr. Judith Steinhart answers these and 
many more questions in her report. 
Plus: a surprising survey on 
contraception by Lisa See, who asks 
America’s college students who is 
responsible for birth control. All too 
often, the answer is no one. 


Boobs, tits, bazooms, jugs—the 
American male is obsessed with 
breasts. Forum discovers that the 
American female is just as hung up on 
_ breast size. But is bigger really better? 
Not necessarily, according to author 
Nancy Shiffrin. 


Have you ever told anyone how you 
masturbate? Nearly 20,000 men 
answered Forum's Male Masturbation 
Survey. Lillian Africano interprets this 
definitive study of male autoeroticism. 


Before you get a divorce, you might 
consider changing your marriage. The 
boom in swinging and casual sex and 
the skyrocketing rate of divorce seem 
to have put the institution of marriage in 

danger of extinction. However, Dr. 
Edgar Butler maintains that marriage 

will last long into the future—but in a 

form that would probably shock your 

grandparents! 
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FEEDBACK 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 32 


several articles that | feel would be quite 
beneficial in my management classes. The 
articles are all in the psychographic self- 
examination series by Frank Donegan. 
Specifically, they are “Business and Ca- 
reer: Rate Your Own Success Probability 
Quotient” (May 1978), ‘Ambition: Is Getting 
There Really Half the Fun?” (July 1978), 
and “Future Quake: Are You Ready for 
What's Ahead?” (October 1978). 

| would like to reprint these quizzes and 
distribute them in my classes. | feel that 
they will help us all to look at ourselves and 
see where there is room for improvement. 

| myself have taken all these quizzes and 
feel that | have gained immeasurably from 
them. | compliment Mr. Donegan on his in- 
sight and talent in developing this series 
and hope to see more in future issues of 
Penthouse.—S.H., Commerce, Tex. 


Man over machine 

| should like to take issue with Robert Jas- 
trow (“Interview,” October 1978) for his 
comments on the inherent superior qual- 
ities of the computer, as he would argue, 
over our own human intelligence. 

First, it must be noted that the computer 
has not at all been evolving at dynamite 
speed. In terms of language itself—and 
the computer is essentially a highly sophis- 
ticated language machine—what we are 
experiencing is the effect of the clay tablet, 
stone tablet, papyrus, and paper and the 
printed word on our ability to communicate 
and to maintain a record of that ability. | 
would argue that, in fact, it is not humans 
who are a finished chapter in evolution; it is 
our present human language. With the aid 
of the computer's electronic records and 
extended calculating capability, we are at 
the threshold of a truly universal language 
that will give man the precision of highly 
specific space-time calculation. 

Our language already does this if we 
think about it, but only in a relatively impre- 
cise manner. With respect to the founda- 
tions of language, the sign, and the study of 
signs (semiotics), the computer is a minus- 
cule letter in the evolution of life. My own 
work—1! might add, in order to divulge my 
bias—concerns a universal language at 
the Institute of Empirical and Philosophical 
Science in Berkeley, Calif. | call it the “bul.” 

In closing, | would like to mention the 
excellent choice | think Omni is as a com- 
plementary magazine to the Penthouse 
list. Its interview with Freeman Dyson (Oc- 
tober 1978) brings to mind the organic cod- 
ing systems, developed over the years, that 
antedate the “bul.” And, finally, let me com- 
pliment your excellent photography and 
the exquisite ladies in the photo- 
graphs.—PJ. Zharn, Berkeley, Calif. 


Give ‘em what they want 

| must applaud your request to the federal 
court in Oklahoma City to strike down as 
unconstitutional the recently passed city 


obscenity ordinance. 

lown a chain of convenience stores, and 
| have not, as many other stores have, 
stopped selling the magazines my cus- 
tomers want to buy, including Penthouse. 

As a business person, | believe that the 
clergy and the city council cannot and 
should not determine what the people of 
any city can read. It is the business of the 
consumer. We sell the magazines under the 
counter only, and our employees have been 
instructed to request identification from any 
questionable purchasers, such as chil- 
dren. This is fair; banning is not. 

Good luck with your lawsuit. | back you 
100 percent. | hope my clientele gets what 
it wants—good, adult entertainment.— 
Robert M. Anderson, the Anderson Corpo- 
ration, Oklahoma City, Okla. 


MOANS 
& GROANS 


| am twenty-six years old, married, and a 
mother of two normal, healthy children. It is 
time that you people wised up and realized 
that you have a large female audience as 
well as a male one. 

| really enjoyed your pictorial “A Touch of 
Class" (December 1978). Now for the big 
question. Why didn't you show us girls a 
little more of that beautiful guy? | personally 
would have loved to have seen his erection 
sticking out of the soap suds. 

Now, don't get me wrong; | like to see the 
sexy girls in your magazine, but how about 
“sticking us girls” with a peek or two of the 
more interesting parts of the sexy male 
body?—Name and address withheld 


We're very pleased to have a large female 
audience, but as we indicate prominently 
on the cover, Penthouse is the “/nterna- 
tional Magazine for Men,” and most of the 
men we know prefer looking at sexy female 
bodies—not “peeking” at the sexier parts 
of their own, 


| just wanted to write and tell you what a 
great magazine you put out, but at the 
same time let me make one suggestion for 
improving it. Get rid of Xaviera Hollander. 
Many of my fundamentalist friends feel that 
she is giving your whole magazine a bad 
name. Some of them are even turning to 
that cheap rag that Larry Flynt puts out. 
The problem is that since Xaviera has 
been with you, the poor woman has be- 
come sexually obsessed. Her column has 
deteriorated into a steady diet of sexual 
topics. Let her go! Once you cut her loose, 
she will probably go back to her old job 
(whatever that was) and might be able to 
get sex off her mind for a while. It’s in the 
best interests of all concerned. Remember: 
Penthouse is not just another skin 
magazine.—Name and adaress withheld 


For your knowledge, Xaviera Hollander has 
always written a sexual advice column. If 
you (and your “fundamentalist friends") 
want asexual advice, we suggest that you 
read Ann Landers. O+- 
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JACQUELINE BISSET | 


AS YOU'VE NEVER SEEN 
$9900 HER BEFORE! 


WINNER OF 
FIVE EROTICA AWARDS 
gs, “(INCLUDING =, 


\ DIRECTOR $99.00 CINEMATOGRAPHY 


ALFA 


After two million production units, 


AUTOMATIC 


and sixty-nine years of automotive excellence, Alfa Romeo ’ 


lfa Romeo has been, along with 
Ferrari, one of the last holdouts 
against automatic transmissions 
Now that Ferrari has broken the ice and 
offered a General Motors Turbo-Hydra- 
Matic on its four-passenger Ferrari 400, 
Alfa has gone its longtime racing rival one 
better by offering a truly outstanding, 
German-built ZF automatic in its own 
four-seat Sport Sedan. 

Alfa’s current lineup in America includes 
the two-seat Spider Veloce, the 2+2 Sprint 
Veloce, and the four-door Sport Sedan, 
long a staple of Italy's Polizia. All three 
models are powered by an all-aluminum, 
fuel-injected, twin-cam, four-cylinder en- 
gine—a classic racing design that looks 
like a miniature Indianapolis Offy. On the 
sedan, the engine is mounted up front, as 
tradition dictates, but the standard five- 
speed overdrive transmission is located 
between the rear wheels, resulting in a 
near-perfect weight distribution of 51 per- 
cent on the front wheels and 49 percent on 
the rear The alloy engine manages to 
pump out a miraculous, smog-controlled 
111 horsepower on unleaded regular from 
its 120 cubic inches and yields 122 
pounds-feet of torque. Figures approach- 
ing one-horsepower-per-cubic-inch 
haven't been seen on these shores since 
the great horsepower race of the late six- 
ties, well before pollution-control require- 
ments reached their present levels. Ford's 
four-cylinder Mustang needs a turbo- 
charger to equal the Alfa's 0.93 horses per 
cubic inch 

Alfas have always been famous for 
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is now going to shift for itself. 


BY WADE HOYT 


tenacious handling, and the independent 
suspension that must accompany a rear- 
mounted transmission makes this new 
breed of Alfa even better, especially on 
rough roads. The ride is busy but not harsh, 
In fact, it has been softened up quite a bit 
from earlier models. The only criticism that 
can be leveled has to do with a certain 
awkwardness in the shift linkage, which no 
longer juts right out of an engine-mounted 
gearbox but now must travel nearly half the 
length of the car The automatic option 
solves that problem nicely. 

If you don't think an automatic is sporty 
enough, the Alfa-ZF will most likely change 
your mind. Put the pedal to the floor. Watch 
and listen, as the engine winds and winds 
and winds—right up to its 6,200-rpm red- 
line—before it slams into the next gear. It 
shifts into high at more than 70 mph. Full- 
throttle shifts have the slap-in-the-back 
crispness usually associated with dump- 
ing the clutch on a manual transmission 
When the engine is cold (and the transmis- 
sion fluid thicker), it won't rev over 4,000 
rpm. If you're just cruising around town, 
with barely the weight of your foot on the 
pedal, it shifts at about 2,000 rpm. And if 
you want to shift for yourself on a winding 
stretch of road, the gear lever has a zigzag 
gate that allows shifting quickly and accu- 
rately, through D-2-1 and back, without 
your having to take your eyes from the road 
At night, a little green light inside the con- 
sole tells you what gear you're in 

The interior of the Sport Sedan has the 
understated elegance that is characteristic 
of Italian automobiles. The instruments are 


color-coordinated—white numerals on 
deep blue backgrounds, with yellow and 
red highlights. The speedometer and tach- 
ometer needles rotate in opposite direc- 
tions. Even the idiot lights are smarter than 
usual. The temperature light stays on when 
the engine is too cold or too hot and goes 
out when it's just right; it supplements the 
temperature gauge, just as the low-fuel 
light supplements the gas gauge. Another 
light tells you when the thermostatically 
controlled radiator fan is working. Push a 
button, and a green light tells you the 
automatic-transmission fluid level is okay. 

The short-pile brown velour upholstery 
promises durability as well as comfort. The 
stereo speakers, mounted at hip level, give 
a richer sound than the usual foot-level 
speakers. And “childproof” rear-door locks 
can be set so that these doors can be 
opened only from outside the car. 

But the interior is also uncompromisingly 
Italian. The seats and pedals are set up for 
the short-leg-and-long-arm crowd—some- 
thing the tilt steering wheel (standard 
equipment) doesn't quite rectify. Controls 
for the lighting and ventilation systems are 
truly Machiavellian. These are aspects of 
the car that Alfa fans find endearing; others 
might not be amused 

But the engine, the handling, the ap- 
pointments, are undeniably attractive 
irresistible, even. The grand old firm Soci- 
eta Anonima Lombarda Fabbrica Automo- 
bili has joined the automatic generation 
with a flair The Sport Sedan, at about 
$10,000, is as smart and sexy as any Alfa 
Romeo that came before it Oty 
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-EROS-22 


A sustem designed to bring loving couples to 


new heights of sexual gratification... 


The Complete Lovemaking System. Eros-22 is 
not merely a book or a cream or a vibrator, Is a 
total system, designed by experts. GUARANTEED 
TO MAKE SEX MORE EXCITING! To achieve 
orgasm after orgasm every time you make love 

The Eros Guide to Lovemaking. The most ex- 
plicit manual of love ever published. 70. photo- 
graphs and page after page of descriptions of 
incredibly sophisticated sexual techniques, designed 
to arouse and excite even the most inhibited sexual 
partner. 

The Eros Dream Cream. Rub it on. It will release 
wild animal passions in both of you. You'll be irre- 


sistably drawn to each other and experience sensa- 
tions you have never known before. 

The Eros Temptation Stimulator. Experience the 
world's most erotic vibrator. It not only vibrates 
but, flip the switch and it begins to extend and con- 
tract erotically. Wait till you see what it can do to 
a woman. Any woman! 

The Guarantee. We know the Eros climax is the 
ultimate sexual experience so we want you to use it 
for 30 days. If you and your lover are not com- 
pletely satisfied—just return the empty packages for 
a full refund. Order today. (All orders are shipped 
in plain packages.) All you have to gain is love. 

If coupon has been removed, write: VALENTINE 
PRODUCTS, 175 Fulton Ave.. Hempstead, N.Y, 11550 


VALENTINE PRODUCTS 


| P.O. Box 5200+ FDR, Station, N.Y... N-Y 10022 

| Check one | 
Please rush my Eros-22 system to me in a plain package today. 1 | 

| have enclosed my check or money order to cover the complete 

| cost of $29.95 for the system, You will pay postage and 
handling and include my free subscription to the Valentine New | 

| Products Survey 

JO 1 preter not to order the Eros-22 system ow but enter my | 

| subscription to the Valentine New Products Survey. Enclosed 1s | 
$1.00. 

| Lamover 18 years of age (New York Residents add applicable | 
sales tax). Void where prohibited | 

Name 

| Address | 

| City i] 

State Zip. 

| Siznature | 

| Sign your name as it appears on credit card. | 

ern tap One | 

| © BankAmericard (© Master Charge woe | 


Canadian residents send orders to Valentine Products, Inc. | 
P.O. Box 4077, Postal Station “A”. Toronto MSW2A6 } 


f you've been reluctant to purchase 
sexual aids through the mail, the 
Xandria Collection would like to offer you 
two things that may change your mind 


1. A quarantee 
2 Another quarantee 


First, we guarantee your privacy 
Should you decide to order our cata- 
logue or products, your transaction will 
be held in the strictest confidence 

Your name will never (never) be used 
for additional mailings or solicitations 
Nor will it be sold or given to any other 
company. And everything we ship to you 
is plainly packaged, securely wrapped, 
without the slightest indication of its con 
tents on the outside 

Second, we quarantee your satisfac 
tion. Everything offered in the Xandria 
Collection is the result of extensive 
research and real-life testing. We are so 
certain that the risk of disappointment 
has been eliminated from our products, 
that we can actually quarantee your satis- 
faction—or your money promptly 
questioningly refunded 


un 


What is the Xandria Collection? 

It is a very, very special collection of 
sexual aids. It includes the finest and 
most effective devices available from 
around the world. Devices that can open 
new doors to sexual gratification (perhaps 
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Sexual Aids: 


How to order them 
without embarrassment. 


How to use them 
without disappointment. 


many doors you never knew existed!) 

Our products range from the simple 
to the delightfully complex. They are de 
siqned for both the timid and the bold 
For anyone who's ever wished there could 
be something more to their sex life 

If you're prepared: to intensify your 
own sexual pleasure, then by all means 
send for the Xandria Collection cat 
alogue. It is priced at just three dollars 
which is applied in full to your first order 

Write today. You have absolutely 
nothing to lose. And an entirely new world 
of enjoyment to gain 


The Xandria Collection 

Dept. PH-3 

P.O. Box 31039 

San Francisco, CA 94131 

Please send me, by.first class mail, my cop 
Xandria Collection catalogue Enclosed is my check 
or money order for three dollars which will be 
applied towards my first purchase 

Name 

Address 

City 

State_ Zip * = 


Our catalogue and products are sent only to adults 


over the age of 21 Your age and signature are 
needed below 

lam —__ years old 

Signed = 


© 1978 Xandna, 115-B Wisconsin St., San Francisco 
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that her large erect nipples stood out in the 
cool autumn air Her legs were spread 
wide; they seemed to beckon for my axle of 
love. She then shouted, "Well, start explor- 
ing! 

| was stunned at first. | stood and gaped 
at her moist crotch. My God, it looked so 
delicious that | practically came in my 
pants! She took my hand and placed it 
inside her panties. The warmth of her pubic 
hair, coupled with the moist pulsating of her 
vagina, drove me wild. She then looked at 
me and said, “| am Mother Nature. | com- 
mand you to be my servant.” She then or- 
dered me to undress—quite a simple task, 
considering that | had practically burst out 
of my pants already, 

Next, she requested that | remove her 
clothes and orally worship her love temple 
| was more than happy to oblige her. She 
took my hand and asked if |'d ever screwed 
in the woods before. | told her that | hadn't 
and added that | was tired of the little fore- 
play game with Mother Nature. At first she 
seemed a little bit offended, until she 
turned to me and grabbed both of my testi- 
cles. She swooped down across my chest, 
licking me and moaning softly. She seized 
my thick rod and began sucking me wildly. 

| became more aroused than ever, and 
my trembling body began to thrust upward 
into her mouth. | was about to lose my load 
when she withdrew my cock from her 
mouth. That only increased my arousal, for | 
was fascinated by the prospects of what 
sexual techniques she would apply next 
She then sat backward on my face and 
began tickling my cock with ferns. | was 
going crazy! Finally, | threw her off my face 
and said, “|! am Father Nature, and I'm 
going to fuck you senseless!" | then 
slammed my rock-hard shaft into her now 
soaking grotto. She let out a yell that 
echoed through the woods. We came in a 
matter of a few short thrusts. | filled her with 
semen until her cunt was overflowing. Af- 
terward, we lay back and began another 
series of oral foreplay techniques 

Rosy and | have never forgotten that day. 
We plan to take hikes weekly from now on 
After all, the chipmunks and squirrels de- 
serve to see some first-class erotic love- 
making in their forest. —Name and address 
withheld 


Maid to order 
| am a student at a large university in the 
Midwest. | would like to share with you and 
your readers a quite unusual experience | 
had. Several weeks ago | was relaxing in 
my dorm room, reading an issue of Pent- 
house. At the time, | was wearing just my 
gym shorts, with my hair still a little wet from 
acold shower. Once a week we have maids 
come up and clean the sinks, floors, and 
showers. They range in age from about 
twenty-five to fifty. 

When | stepped into the bathroom to 
blow-dry my hair, | found a very attractive 


Todays No.1 
Bedroom BEST SELLER! 


page after page of explicit exciting sexual techni- 
ques with answers in words and pictures to achievea 
more satisfying sex life. You'll see in out “INTIMATE 
PICTORIAL GUIDE TO SEXUAL LOVE" over 250 
photos of young sensuous couples photographed in 
actual sexual intercourse. Now Only $4.! 

add $1.00 P &H 
You must state you are over 18 yrs. of age. 


Platinum Press Co. Box 321 Dept. P1C 
New York, New York 10016 
UNLIMITED fe 
Lifetime faa 
RAGES Elias Box 47 Dept 20 _ 
Brooklyn, NY, 11219 
TEXTURED CONTRACEPTIVES 


BEAT: RREEGTS 
e 
INCOME fe 
FOR THE SENSUOUS... AND MORE! 


Now! Sample 7 textured contraceptive brands 
(48 textured condoms in all) for only $12.50 
Enjoy famous, nationally ad ised textured 
brands privately, and at dramatic dis- 
counts. Fi ral, America's oldest and largest 
mail order condom prophylatic firm, of 

you Arouse™, Trojan Rib , Stimula, Climax 
“4''™. Rough Rider, Excita and X-T-C™ in 
our Textured Sampler or names like Nuda, 
Scentuals, and more in our Sen 
Bonus Value Samplers. Orders sh same 
today! 


INSTANT CREDIT CARD ORDERING . . . ($10.00 min.) 
CALL TOLL-FREE 800-621-4779 
Milinois residents call collect: 312-973-4400 
Federal Pharmacal, Inc. Dept. PH379 
6652 N. Western Avenue, Chicago, IL 60645 
Please rush (in plain wrap) 
[1] $4.00 Adventure Sampler 

5 brands — 15 condoms 
[1] $10.00 Sensuous Sampler 

30 brands — 50 condoms 
C) $12.50 Textured Sampler 

7 brands — 48 textured condoms 
(4 $22.00 Bonus Sampler 

16 brands — 144 condoms ($42.75 value) 
Full color catalog free with order 


Enclosed is___.Check____Cash___M 
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lady scrubbing the tile floor. Within a sec- 
ond's glance, | saw one charming, firm, 
rounded ass. She seemed startled at first 
to see me pop in, but she resumed her 
work. We chatted and exchanged 
names—hers was Renee—while | 
plugged in my blow dryer. | noticed her 
uniform clung to her lovely buttocks quite 
tightly, which did a very good job of enhanc- 
ing the body of a woman in her thirties. | 
could see her on her hands and knees 
diligently scrubbing away at the tile, which 
caused her breasts to sway. Joking to my- 
self, | thought | might like to get in some 
backdoor fun. Occasionally, | would see 
Renee take short, wanton glances at me 
that eventually became lengthy stares. | 
found myself getting aroused looking down 
at her and thinking of my far-fetched fan- 
tasy. 

As she scrubbed the floor with the soapy 
liquid, some of it “accidently” splattered on 
my calves and ankles. She immediately 
excused herself, but | calmly told her it was 
all right. Renee noticed a slight tingle in my 
eyes, along with a bigger, more expressive 
one in my gym shorts 

Without hesitation, she 
hands and dipped both in the slippery liq- 
uid. She slowly and skillfully massaged my 
calves and lower thighs, as | let out a low 
moan. It sent a chill through my body as 
she worked up and tenderly kissed and 
licked my waist. At that time she rose from 
her knees and placed her fingers inside my 
shorts on my swelling Oscar. With slow 
gentle movements, she gyrated her hand 
up and down my pole, which soon became 
lubricated with the foaming liquid. | unfas- 
tened her bra and let it fall to the floor 
exposing two of the most prominent dark 
nipples I've ever seen. Slowly, | lowered my 
head and began to run my tongue in circles 
around her pendulous breasts in ever-de- 
creasing arcs, coming closer to her dark 
nipples. | soon began to unbutton her uni- 
form bottom and caress her through her 
soft panties. Both hands were busily fon- 
dling Renee's full and rounded ass, and | 
could feel her erect nipples rubbing 
against my bare chest. | was feeling mighty 
randy as | fingered her from behind, sens- 
ing her foamy love broth beginning to boil 
With one of my hands stabilizing myself 
against the sink and the other probing her 
honey pot, we both started to slowly rock 
back and forth. Now my fantasy would eas- 
ily become a reality, | thought to myself 

We both fell to our knees, with hands 
working eagerly on each other's juice fac- 
tories. Renee and | lay down on the suds- 
filled tiles and*slid to and fro. | felt a trem- 
bling in her inner thighs as she began to 
bite my shoulders passionately. Excite- 
ment raced through her body as she 
opened her thighs wide, then closed them 
and then again exposed her wet twat 
again. She continued to swing open her 
love gate and then suddenly close her 
pearly-soft thighs, trapping my hand in her 
wetness. With my fingers tenderly probing 
at her box, | put my leg over her stomach 
and straddled her as | watched her erotic 
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Introducing the most 
advanced watch in 
he world 


CENTURION DUAL 
TIME QUARTZ 
CHRONOGRAPH ALARM 


PRICE BREAKTHROUGH 
ONLY 


49." 


¢ 2time 
zones gives 
local time 
plus the time 
anywhere else 
in the world 


¢ Chronograph/ 
stopwatch allows 
1,000’s of timing 

needs 


¢ Alarm can be set to 
beep at any hour of the 
day or night 


© Quartz crystal allows + 
15 seconds per month accuracy 


e LCD ‘‘always visible’’ digital display 
allows easy readability 


FINALLY A WATCH THAT LOOKS LIKE A 
SEIKO BUT COSTS MUCH LESS! 


The Centurion dual time chronograph alarm is the most 
advanced watch available today. And at only $49.95, it is 
unquestionably excellent value. We are able to make this offer 
to you because of the tens of thousands of Centurions 
that we're selling by mail and because we've eliminated all 
middle men. We sell factory direct to you. Furthermore, you 
can't lose with our thirty day free trial, so order your Centurion 
today! Only $49.95 in silver tone and $59.95 in elegant 
gold tone. Included are batteries and the manufacturer's one 
year parts and labor warranty. Servicing is accomplished by 
a proven and experienced worldwide service-by-mail-facility, 


OUTSTANDING FEATURES 

© DUAL TIME. Local time always visible and you can set ana 
fecall any other time zone (such as GMT). Also has a light 
for night viewing. 

© GALENDAR FUNCTIONS include the date and day in each 
time zone. 

* CHRONOGRAPH/STOPWATCH displays up to 12 hours, 59 
minutes, and 59.9 seconds 

© On command, stopwatch display freezes to show inter- 
mediate (split/lap) time while stopwatch continues to run 
Can also switch to and from timekeeping and stopwatch 
modes without affecting either’ s operation, 

¢ ALARM can be set to anytime within a 24 hour period. At the 
designated time, a pleasant, but effective buzzer sounds to 
remind or awaken you! 


Why Shop By Mail? 
Shopping by mail is convenient, easy, and fun. We ship all 

orders promptly to your home or office. You can charge your 

order to any major credit card. Most of our products are 

not available at your local store. And if that isn't enough, 

you have a 30 day no risk money back guarantee: 
“Try any one of our products for 30 full days and if 
you are not happy with the performance, features, 
or for any reason wish to return a product, we will 
refund your full purchase price including the insured 
postage and handling charge!" 


CREDIT CARD BUYERS: TO ORDER CALL TOLL FREE 
24 HOURS A DAY 
To order in California call collect (714) 540-4444 


643 (800) 854-3831 


DWS marketing international, 17875 Sky Park No., Suite G 
Irvine, California 92714 

Call our toll free number for quickest service or send your check 

M.0. or credit card info. tous, We accept Am. Ex,. Carte Blanche 

Diner's Club, and all major credit cards. Add $2.50 for insured post- 

age & handling for first product & $1.00 for each additional product. 

Calif. addresses add 6% sales tax, © DWS marketing international1979 


PROBLEMS IN SEX? 


GETWHAT EVERY MAN NEEDS 
WITH FANTASTIC PLACEBO SEX AIDS 


Complete Control For The Over Eager Male 
STA-POWER SPRAY 
Now You Can Go On and On and On 


Does early climax stop many exciting moments of 
sexual intercourse? This isa common problem that 
Sta-Power will help you with. Sta-Power Spray 
contains benzocaine and is three times stranger 
than our cream. It is a safe, proven, scientific 
compound that can be sprayed directly on the 
penis without the knowledge of your partner. It 
will help you delay your climax in order to 
coincide with that of your partner. You will feel 
and appreciate the improvement the very first time 
that you use it 


STA-POWER SPRAY $6.95 


For A Better Erection That Will Astound 
You And Delight Your Partner 

ERECTION PILLS 

Results Are Immediate and Long Lasting 
Don't leave her unsatisfied. Erection Pills can make 
even the mpest of men powerful. Give her what 
she's craving. Be the big man you alv.ays wanted to 
be. This preparation is a must for those of you who 
are having difficulties in obtaining and maintaining 


a fulfilling erection, Instant action guaranteed. 
Your money back if not completely satisfied 


ERECTION PILLS $6.95 


Not Getting It Up Lately? 
STA-POWER PILLS 
For A Terrific Rise — Erection Supreme 


Has a stimulating power. Ideal for a balling hot 
time. Will enable you to go on and on and on. 
What more can we say than is already said by the 
name of this fine preparation. Effects will last tor 
hours. Also ideal for turning her on. This pill will 
do everything we say it will or your money will be 
immediately refunded. This pill can be mixed in 
any type of drink 


STA-POWER PILLS $5.95 


Do You Need Help? 
INSTANT ERECTION CREAM 
Create a New Dimension of Sexual Delight 


Instant Erection Oil is scientifically formulated to 
help you get an instant erection when rubbed on 
the head of the penis, It is skillfully compounded 
into a sensuous true fruit flavored oil base. When 
rubbed briskly onto the head and shaft of the 
penis, it causes a flow of blood to rush into the 
penis, giving you an instant erection, Not only 
should it give an instant erection, it should cause 
the penis to get harder and larger for a prolonged 
period of time, Like the Instant Erection Cream, 
this new and amazing product is for men who have 
tried everything else and have no luck. No longer 
need you let the best of joys that life has to offer 
Pass you by. With this fantastic product you too 
can now stand up and be counted. You owe it to 
yourself to try some today 


CREAM $6.95 


Guaranteed To Make Her Hot 
IMITATION SPANISH FLY & GINSENG 
Do You Measure Up? You Can. 
Unbelievable in Their Effect. 


Ginseng is a plant which is chiefly grown in the Far 
East, especially in China. The Chinese have used it 
as an aphrodisiac for over 1,000 years. Ginseng has 
recently been introduced into the United States 
and is very popular. Legendary writings say 
Ginseng is highly effective in awakening and 
Producing sexual desires in men and women alike 
We have added our imitation Spanish Fly to the 
Ginseng to make it work faster and longer, We have 
also made it easier and more pleasant to take now, 
in a capsule. We are making it available to you, the 
Public, at a price you can afford. If you need 
Ginseng you cannot afford to be without it 
Ginseng is sometimes called “The Turn-On Root" 
To quote S. Steingold” if you think you ha 
been turned on before you ain't seen nothing yet". 
Try our Ginseng with Spanish Fly Capsules and 
find out what he means. Can be emptied and 
mixed into any drink. 


24 TABLETS $8.95 


POTENT PHARMACEUTICAL PRODUCTS, INC. oop. P-379 
P.O. Box 535 Cooper Station New York,N.Y.10003 


STRIPPING THE 


NIGHT FANTASTIC. 


A. Ivory jum 
cover it up. $30.00 (LX33). 

B. Knee-length blue bloomer that'll make you look 
like a vamp from yesteryear. $27.50 (LX37). 


C. Midni 
Available in P 


uit with flared leg. Be daring, don’t 


ght black panty garter, $15.00 (LX17). 
-S-M-L. Black Bra. (32-34-36) $9.00 


(LX04). Include $1.00 p & h for each. 
Send check, money order or charge to AE, MC or 


VISA (include 


gnature, expiration date and account 


number plus Interbank # for MC). Mail to: VIVA 
Lingerie, 909 Third Ave., N.Y., 


sales tax. Allow 4—6 weeks for 


N.Y. 10022. N.Y. residents add | 


delivery. Send for your free 
VIVA Lingerie Catalogue. 


LINGERIE 


eyes stare back at me. It felt as if | were 
riding a wild bronco! 
Renee's free hands took my throbbing 
ock and began masturbating me betweer 
her huge jugs. Pushing my manhood deep 


between those h, lathered tits sent me 


er dimension. Her juices 


began to leak into my busy hand. With the 


hot broth clinging to my fingers 


both of 


spinning into anot 


| grabbea 
her tits and excitedly pumped my 
ron deep within her cleavage. It felt like a 
volcanic eruption as my boiling sperm shot 
on her face, leaving her with my discharge 
dripping from her neck and mouth. Renee 
greedily licked off the warm droplets with 
her long, pink tongue, which sent me t 
seventh heaven 

| slid off her, only to see Renee go down 
on my flaccid prick. She eagerly licked and 
sucked my organ with her luscious, moi 
tongue, just like a child with a fresh stick of 
candy. In no time | was hard again, and | 
turned her over on her soft belly. In one 


motion | easily shoved my length deep in 
side her ass hole. Renee immediately 
began to groan as | fingered her honeypot 
from the bottom, meanwhile deeply pump- 
ing her delicious ass. We both came and 
felt the flow of our frothy juices 

Renee and | cleaned ourselves up soon 
after and agreed to meet again next week 
Well, I've been passionate 
self with the c 


y enjoying m 


ining Maia ever since, be- 


y 


cause she sure does one hell of a good job! 


And students have the nerve to say it’s n¢ 
fun living in a dorm!—Name and adare 

withheld 
Breaking loose 


Jne night recently, my wife, K 


and 

were talking about sexual fantasies and re- 
vealing to each other our favorites. T 
not a subject that we had really opened uf 
nN before, but it did cause us to have 


hie Ts 
his was 


me 


of the best sex that night we had ever had. | 
really didn't think much about our talk until 
Karen showed up in my office the next Fr 
day afternoon and informed me that, be 


ginning right then, | was to be her slave and 
obey her every command 


The door to my 
office was closed, and Karen ordered me to 
remove my briefs. She laughed at me as | 
tried to put my rock-hard cock back into my 
pants, and then she left, with my under- 
wear in her purse. Later that afternoon 
Karen called and told me to strip in the 
garage and be totally naked when | en- 
tered the house 

On the way home that evening sould 
hardly concentrate on driving, because 


was thinking about what was in store for me 


when | got home. When | arrived, | did a 
truct tripped in the garage 


(ruc ana 
Upon entering the house, | saw Karen 


ir 


dressed ina pair of black boots andasma 


oincioth, which barely covered her golder 


Her beauti- 


ful, bare boobs bounced freely as she ap 


triangle and well-rounded @ 


proached me and my whole body stood at 
rigid attention, my cock pointing straight 
it. Karen rubbed her body against me as 


she proceeded to tie my hands behind my 


back and put a dog collar and lea 


ZERO HAIR LOSS! 


Recently | was part of a clinical 
_ test on a new hair loss solution 
which proved to me that my hair 
problem could be solved, 
| thought | had already tried 
everything. And none of them: the 


| magical creams and gels, derma- 
-everything 


* tologist's hair clinics. . 
that promised any hope was to no avail. 

When | was selected to be a 
part of a test that was going to try 
a new concept, | was a complete 
sceptic. This new concept sounded 
as ridiculous as some of the other 
things | had tried. But, since the 
process was developed by a doctor 
in Mexico, and a major pharma- 
ceutical company was conducting 
the test, and this formula had 
been tested before with good 
results, | said to myself, “Just 
maybe it could work for me!’ And, 
believe me, my hair was going fast. 

WHAT THE "HAIR LOSS" 
RESULTS WERE. 

Here's what | found: After 
several applications, my personal 
hair loss dropped in half. And the 
most unbelievable thing occurred 
in about two and a half weeks, one 
day while cleaning my hair, | lost 
no hair. Not one in the drain. Know- 


ing this is the time when hair is its Oneof ther many cases of baldness that cet have 
been prevented if caught in time. 


weakest (during cleaning) and 
most apt to come out, | was 
amazed. After using this new hair-cleaning process for a 
full two months, there has been a number of days where 
no hair loss occurred during the cleaning process. 

WHY | WAS GOING BALD MAY BE 

THE REASON YOU'RE GOING BALD. 

The researchers said that my scalp was killing my 
hair, literally choking it to death, and causing it to fall out. 
They explained that the sebaceous glands of my scalp 
excrete too much of a fatty substance, a lipid actually, 
known as sebum. It seems that this sebum accumulated 
and hardened around the hair follicles beneath my scalp, 
clogging the follicle and inhibiting the normal 
growth and regeneration of my hair. 

I'd never heard of sebaceous glands or sebum, 
never mind these “excessive sebum accumula- 
tions,’ so | thought I'd better ask if there was 
something seriously wrong with me (besides that 
| was losing my hair!). It turns out that sebum 
usually works along with hair growth, but my 
glands just excreted a bit too much. Anyone who 
has ever had dandruff has had excessive sebum 
accumulations! 

THIS MAY BE THE ANSWER TO 
YOUR HAIR LOSS PROBLEMS, TOO. 
Obviously, my problem was a matter of find- 


ing a way to penetrate beneath the scalp to remove the 
sebum that was responsible for my accelerated hair loss. 
| had known all along that medicated shampoos weren't 
the answer. This new formula was. 

Jojoba Extract cleaned deeply without the side effect 
of drying out my hair, and most importantly it loosened and 
suspended that hardened growth-inhibiting sebum 
accumulations! 

Besides cleansing the scalp of embedded sebum, this 
solution had the positive effect 
of making my scalp less acid... 
and that means that my problem 
of too much sebum is being 
brought under control. No medi- 
cated shampoo does that, either! 

If your hair loss is caused 
by sebum accumulations, like 


Jojoba Extract. 

Order your Jojoba Extract, 
and rinse your hair loss problems 
down the drain. 

SATISFIED CUSTOMERS TESTIFY 
TO JOJOBA EXTRACT'S 
EFFECTIVENESS! 
"Finally! I've tried everything, 
yours is the first and the only 
product that’s brought my hair loss 
under control." 
R.E. 
Lenhardtsville, Penn. 
"Thanks to you and your Jojoba 
Extract, I'm not a bald man today: 
W.B.R. 
Miami, Fla. 
| saw one of your ‘Zero Hair Loss' advertisements, and | 
didn't believe it. | sure do now! It works, thanks.” 
A.D. 
L.A., Cal. 
"My doctor told me I'd be bald in a year if | didn't do 
something, but he couldn't offer any suggestions. | got 
some Jojoba Extract ...now he's using it, too!" 
J.W. 
San Antonio, Tex. 

r (201) Send bottle(s) of Jojoba Extract at $14.95 

each plus $1 for postage and handling. 


| enclose my 0 check O money order. 
Please charge to my: 
0 VISA 
O Master Charge 


Card expiration date 


| 
| 

| 

I 

| 

| 

! 

| 

| 

I 

| Name 

Address APT. 
| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

L 


City. State. Zip 

Mail to: STANDARD RESEARCH LABS 
P.O. Box 9667 PHJ3 
Ft. Lauderdale, Florida 33310 
A Product of Standard Research Labs 


minewas, there's only one solution: 


179 


SOFT 
YET 
FIRM! 


© Caress is softer and 
more pliable than any 
other vibrator. 
* You can fondle and 
bend Caress. 
* You can manipulate Caress to suit 
your own whims and desires. 
Caress is firm—like you'd want it to be. 
When you receive Caress, you or your 
lover should hold it in the palm of your 
hand and feel its divinely exciting tex- 
ture. Gently let your fingers glide along 
its length. 
Now, allow yourself to experience the 
erotic vibrancy of its potent energy. Do 


MAIL TO: it! Take firm hold of Caress and discover 
MICHAEL SALEM ] all its beautiful secrets 
ENTERPRISES, INC. Don't permit yourself to settle for any- 
EO ex 761, Rept. P-379 | thing less. Experience 
craig “the Delicate Difference.” 
New York, N.Y. 10022 | ORDER CARESS NOW! 
Cnet Cane Beantaque Cal log Subscription ($3,00) | se — a 
x ti a ri i 
oor: ae [| | Valentine Ine. Pesta wy! songs 
Se | Aids C ($6.00) Ox ton, on 3 
Fee tala nn Catalog $10.00) 1 | 
[ Sebaty Faptcs Vices ae Cataiog Xe0.00) pee please find my check or money order 
f rah for $5.95 plus $1.00 for postage and handlin 
Dealerships Available—Write tor Details I | Please nh me Carese ihe Vibrator with the 
ienclose s . in Deash Ceheck MO. ; | | “Delicate Difference” in a plain package today 
Wels eat alate i a Ste a I | This offer void where prohibited by law CODE #404 
Name 
Name - 
Address _ | Signature 
| I'm over 18 years of age 
City - State. 2p. os | 
lam over 21 years of age sicnatuR) =< Address 
ALL MAIL SENT DISCREETLY IN PLAIN WRAPPER @ | icity State Zip 
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THE NIPPLE BRA: 


Now you can have 
that sensual no-bra-look 
while wearing a bra. 


The look is So provor uld be 


ative, NO One we 


lieve youre actually wearing a bra, Yet you get 
all the support you want 
Our exclusive bral loo! 
the very first pra to have its « 
Nipple gine having that sensuG 
cold weather look ail the time. Its s¢ 
S hape a whole 


ning dimension 
yilable in beige 
white or black. I's made from lined 
vith daisy 
The bra is 


gerne 


}07631 


1 delivery 


Englewood, N 
New York residents add appre 
priate tax In Canada add $2.00 addi 
tional. tems shipped to Canada 
ubject to Canadian tariff 
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around my neck. She then led me into the 
den, where she commanded me to get 
down on my knees and eat her pussy as 
she stood over me. By the way her love 
juices were flowing from her bush, | could 
tell that she was really enjoying our little 
game 

For the next few hours, we had a terrific 
time, doing many things that we had been 
too inhibited to do before with each other. 
After | brought Karen to a climax orally, she 
began to masturbate herself and | 
watched, fascinated, as she began to 
writhe in the throes of another climax. She 
then led me into the bedroom, where, after I 
had given her a massage, she tied me 
spread-eagled to the bedposts and in- 
formed me that since | had been such a 
good slave, a reward was due. With that, 
she began to run her tongue up and down 
my aching love pole. Just before | was 
about to shoot my wad, she started laugh- 
ing. She said that that was my reward for 
now and that she wanted something more 
filling. Karen then jumped up, put on a 
dress over her nude body, and announced 
that we were going to get a hamburger. She 
led me to the car, with my hands tied this 
time in front of me, and we drove to a local 
drive-in to get our meal 

On the way over there, Karen had me sit 
close to her so that | could play with her love 
box as she drove. You can imagine the look 
of surprise on a girl's face at a drive-in 
window when a car pulls up with a woman 
driving and anaked man sitting beside her! 
The poor girl could barely make change, 
much less talk. Karen untied my hands, 
and we ate our burgers as we drove toward 
home and what turned out to be an all-night 
fucking and sucking marathon for a slave 
and his mistress. 

The next Friday night, a real surprise 
greeted me when | got home. With the aid 
of slip knots, Karen had tied herself 
spread-eagled on the bed. She told me that 
she wanted to be my slave and had been 
tied up for almost an hour, waiting for her 
master to get home. She said that while she 
was lying there tied up, her sister, Gail, who 
is single and lives nearby, had come over to 
borrow a sweater. Karen said that she had 
had to explain our game to Gail, who 
thought that sometime she might like to 
play, too. | got my revenge with Karen that 
night, and we are both looking forward to 
having her sister join us soon.—T. C 
Sherwood, Ark. 


Back to basics 
Jack and | have been having a torrid love 
affair for over four years. | can't imagine 
how we could improve our lovemaking, but 
we wanted to try. So, two months ago, we 
subscribed to a swingers’ magazine and 
contacted a couple who lived in a nearby 
community. We made arrangements to 
meet Dave and Joann at a bar and then 
retire to a motel. Jack checked into the 
motel early, paid in advance, set out some 
booze, and turned down the beds. 

At the appointed time, we went to the bar 
and immediately recognized our swingers 


NOW—Men and Women Can 


SHAPE UP FAST! 


New Home Jogger 
with Mileage Computer | 


fantastic price breakthrough $ 95 
at just 


Discover the fast, fun way to get into shape fast. The exclusive mileage 
computer lets you see at a glance exactly how far you've run. Use the 


fabulous Home Jogger Rain or Shine, day 


watch TV as you jog your way down the road to a trimmer, slimmer 
figure, bursting with exuberance and energy. Everyone knows that 
jogging has become the number one exercise program in the country 
today. But not everyone is able to run the roads... not everyone wants 
to run in public. Now, you can have the privacy of your own jogging 
path, plus an exclusive mileage computer that tells you exactly how far 


you've run. 


WATCH THE MILES CLICK BY...SEE POUNDS AND INCHES PEEL OFF 
Why do Doctors recommend jogging for weight control, fitness, mental 


alertness and overall good health? 


* Jogging burns more calories per minute than any form of 


common exercise. 


* Jogging is one of nature’s most power- 
ful and effective appetite suppressants. 


* Jogging improves circulation which 
sharpens mental quickness...and 
naturally combats stress, fatigue and 
depression. 

* Jogging strengthens heart and 
lungs...strength you feel in new 
energy and vigor. 


Shape up in the Privacy of Your Home 
If you are like thousands of men and 
women who may have “let themselves 
go" a bit in recent years, you might 
reasonably feel a little uncomfortable 
running on public roads or tracks. The 
HOME JOGGER gives you all the time 
and convenience you need to get back 
into shape... at your own pace any time 
of day or night in any kind of weather 
without a word or glance from anyone 
And remember, the HOME JOGGER 
can be good for all ages. A 50 year old 
who works out regularly can look and 
feel better than many a 20 year old who 
does nothing to stay in shape. You'll be 
amazed to see how quickly you go from 
a quarter of a mile a day to a half mile... 
until you find yourself running three, 
maybe even five miles a week. And it's 
all between you and the mileage counter! 


30 DAY FREE TRIAL 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
Shape up entirely at our expense! Enjoy the 
fun and excitement of running against the 
patented mileage counter for a full 30 days 
If, at the end of that period, you don't feel 
younger and more alive... If your feeling 
of pride in your physical self has not done 
a complete turn-around... If you are not 
convinced that the HOME JOGGER is 
everything we say it is... RETURN IT! 


or night. You can even 


As Seen 
On TV! 


Special 

“SPRING BOARD 
JOGGING PAD” 
Actually Helps You Run. 
Deep cushion tread 
gives you a “push 
back" action you feel 
with every stride 

Most important it ab- 
sorbs that hard shock 
that can cause real 
Problems when run- 
ning on hard roads 
Ankles and knees are 
Pampered with a soft 
cushioning effect that 
tones muscles without 


ae 


oe@o0°8 


WATCH THE MILES CLICK 

BY ON YOUR PERSONAL 
COMPUTER 

It's like a new game. The mileage 
counter tells you instantly how 
much ground you have covered 
Works equally well for men and 
women... of every height. You 
easily convert your stride to 
mileage with one reading of the 
computer and one glance at the 
conversion chart. You will be amazed 
at how far you can run in just a brief morning 

workout. You'll actually have a good time running against 
the clock... at your own pace. Yes, the HOME JOGGER puts 

an end to exercise boredom for good. A special personal progress 
Chart will give you an amazing record of your daily improvement... 
while your scale and your mirror confirm the results 


MAIL COUPON TODAY! 
pag -———— —---— a 
SH: General Mail Corporation, Dept. JOG-79 
ay 25 Valley Drive, Greenwich, CT 06830 


Please send my Home Jogger with Mileage Computer for the low Price of just $12.95, plus 
$2.00 shipping and handling ($14.95 total). | understand that if | am not totally satisfied, | may 
return the Home Jogger within 30 days for a full and complete refund 


CO SPECIAL VALUE—Order 2nd Home Jogger for just $10.00 postpaid. 


ary; 


Check enclosed $ amount 
Charge to: [|VISA [)MASTER CHARGE Expiration Date __ 


Name — 


Address = 


Chy = — ___ State Zip 
| (Connecticut residents please add 7% sales tax) 


I 
I 
| 
| Acct # 
l 
l 
l 


| 
| 
ne a 
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SUPER VIBE 


The amazing dual control, triple action 
vibrator. It can vibrate with the toughness 
that you desire or as gently as you re- 
quire, plus... 
Super Vibe thrusts up and down, and... 
Super Vibe rotates round and round. 
It's premium quality lifelike 
rubber will give you the erot- 
ic experience of a lifetime. 
\ Once you've tried it with 
Super Vibe, you'll 
mo never use any 
\, other vibrator. 
Super Vibe is 
guaranteed to 
your total sat- 
isfaction or re- 
turn it within 14 
days for your 
money back in 
{ull. Code 457 
lf coupon is removed, please send check for 
$24.95 to VALENTINE PRODUCTS, 175 Ful- 
ton Ave. Hempstead, NY 11550 


VALENTINE PRODUCTS, Dept. SS-263 

P.O. Box 5200, FOR Station, N.Y., N.Y. 10022. 
| I've enclosed my check or money order for 

$24.95 plus 75¢ to cover shipping and 
| handling. Please rush me my Super Vibe 

Vibrator in aplain package today, (N.Y. Resi- 
] dents add applicable sales tax). 

Void where prohibited 

Name 


Signature. 
I'm over 18 years of age 


Address. 


 ————— 


—————— 


Zip. 


Tune in...Turn on! 


Now for the first time, You & 
your friends can enjoy Highest 
Quality Adult Motion Picture 
Entertainment on your own 
TV set... Full-length, uncut, 
uncensored, Erotic Feature 
Films, that have 
delighted audiences 
everywhere, witl 
‘original Music, 

4 Sound... 


For only $10, credited to your 
first order. you will receive 
charter membership in the 
world’s most unusual Film 

Club, along with our full- 

color catalog, illustrating 

and describing many 
of our more than 
400 movies. 

All video formats 
available: 
BETA-MAX, 
VHS, U-Matic 


Mail to: CHANNEL Jy, VIDEO CLUB 
PO BOX 38040, Hollywood, CA 90038 
Yes, | Would Like To Join Your Club! | Have Enclosed $10. 
Cash Check M.O. Mastercharge Visa 
Card Number 


Circle One: 


Master Charge/Inter Bank # Exp. Date. 


Signature of Card holder 
Name 


Address 


City. 


1Am Over 18. 


Meee mannan anor meree aaa 


| wil 


STRIPPING THE NIGHT 


FAN 4. Lined black cire G-String with 
hand made silver beaded leaf. 1.size. 
$1200. 

Vs07. Black Swiss embroidered net 
bra, 32-34-36, $1000. 

vso08. Mauve Antron Ill string bikini 
with embroidered front panel fo match 
S07 bra. P-S-M, $7.50. 

VG03. Lined cerise satin underwire 
bra trimmed with black beading and 
lace. Cups lined in fiberfill for a perfect fit 
32-34-36, $1800. 

VG04. Cerise bikini to match VG03. 
Cotton crotch. $-M-L $7.00. 


Send check or money order in US. 
dollars or charge to American Express, 
Visa or Master Charge. Be sure to include 
signature, account number, expiration 
date plus interbank number for MC. To 
expedite your charge order call our toll 
free number 800-223-7763 and New 
York residents call direct 212-593-0334. 
Mail to VIVA LINGERIE. Dept. F78, PO. Box 
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FANTASTIC. 


6500, Englewood, N.J.07631, Include $150 
p & h for each item ordered. (Canada 
add $250 each) 

tems shipped to Canada are 
subject to Canadian tariff. New York 
residents add appropriate tax Allow 4-6 
weeks for delivery. 


by the clothes they told us they would be 
wearing. There were introductions all 
around and a couple of drinks, and on we 
went to the motel. After another drink and 
some exchange of small talk, we changed 
partners. Within fifteen minutes | was vow- 
ing silently never to get into one of these 
situations again. The guy knew where to 
put his cock, but that was about all. Jack 
was having his problems, too. He simply 
couldn't get turned on to the girl. 

| called a break in the action (or lack of 
action) by going to the bathroom, and when 
| came back, Jack drifted back to my bed 
and Dave to Joann's. 

| was so happy to have Jack back that | 
threw myself into his arms. Well, | guess all 
of us have some exhibitionism in us, and I'm 
no exception. | could feel Dave and Joann 
watching as we kissed and fondled one 
another. | moved slowly down to take Jack's 
hardening cock into my mouth, and | made 
sure that they could see every move | 
made! | sucked it into my mouth, ran my 
tongue around it, dropped it out, and licked 
slowly up the vein the way he likes. | kissed 
his balls, took them one at a time into my 
mouth, and sucked them gently. Then | 
went back to his cock, sucking and licking 
it, and back to his balls. | even took ice from 
my drink and got my mouth quite cold be- 
fore resuming with Jack. 

Jack was so near coming that he had to 
stop me. So he pulled me up for a kiss and 
said, “My turn.” Down he went on me. | lay 
back to enjoy my favorite sport and again 
made sure that Dave and Joann could see 
everything. Jack gives marvelous head; so 
it wasn't long before | was ready to burst 
with excitement. At last | could stand it no 
longer, and | mounted him for the orgasm | 
wanted so badly. When it was over and we 
lay panting in each other's arms, | glanced 
over at our eager audience. They were still 
just watching. 

Well, we packed up and went home and 
had another four hours of delightful love- 
making. | think I'd enjoy having an audi- 
ence any day. It sure adds a new 
dimension! —S. P, Omaha, Nebr. 


Justice deserts 
| have been a devoted fan of your maga- 
zine—particularly of the “Forum” sec- 
tion—for a number of years. And | have 
read many letters sent to you by profes- 
sional people (doctors, nurses, teachers, 
for example) relating their sexual experi- 
ences. | would like to relate an experience 
that | had recently, because | think your 
readers will enjoy hearing about it. 

| am a twenty-eight-year-old man, and | 
work for a juvenile justice agency. | am on 
twenty-four-hour call about four or five 
times a month. Recently, | received a call 
about a young girl who had been picked 
up, and | had to go to juvenile hall to deal 
with the case. While there, | got to talking 
with the young matron on duty, and in the 
course of our conversation she mentioned 
that she had to work all night by herself. 
Since it was the middle of the week and 
things were slow, she would get bored out 


IF YOU LIVE TO BE 100 — YOU'LL NEVER FIND AN EASIER WAY TO GET GIRLS ... BELIEVE IT OR NOT IT'S TRUE!!! 
EE — T'S RUE! 


How To Get Girls Through Hypnotism! 


Give Us 5 Days — And We'll Give You A New Modernized Method of Getting Girls 
That Works Like Nothing You've Ever Seen Before — Let Us Prove It 


IT’S the newest ... 
getting girls. 

It's called S/A Hypnotism. And thousands 
of men like yourself have already begun to 
use this easy-to-master principle to meet, 
date and even seduce girls. 

S/A Hypnotism works. It works like noth- 
ing you've ever seen before. And we'll 
prove it. 

We'll show you exactly how to use this 
principle to meet more beautiful girls than 
you ever dreamed possible. 

It doesn’t matter how many times you've 
failed with girls before. Nor does it matter 
why you failed. That's all in the past now. 


GIRLS WILL BE NATURALLY 
ATTRACTED TO YOU 


When you begin to use S/A Hypnotism, 
you will have one of the most powerful 
forces known to man working for you. Most 
girls will see you as aman who they'd like to 
get to know better ... much better. Many 
will be instantly attracted to you. Some will 
simply not be able to resist you. 

Don't get us wrong. We're not going to 

give you any magical or super-natural pow- 
ers. 
All we are going to do is teach you how to 
use a highly effective, little-known princi- 
ple — a principle that is available to any 
man who ts willing to make the small effort 
required to learn it. 

R. C., Mich., says: ‘‘/ tried every trick I 
knew to meet girls. But 1 seldom succeeded. 

1 used just about every pick-up technique 
ever invented. And I still came up empty- 
handed. 

I was quite lonely — to say the least. 

Then I heard about S/A Hypnotism. 

I’ lladmit ... 1had my doubts at first. But] 
took a chance and gave it a try. | had noth- 
ing to lose. 

Well, I'll tell you ... Itdidn' ttake me long 
to see that I had stumbled onto something 
big. Really big! 

Within just 4 or 5 days. I was meeting 
more beautiful girls than | knew what to do 
with. 

I started making dates with more girls 
than I really had time for. 

But that's nothing. You should see some 
of the sexy girls who were actually eager to 
sleep with me! 

Honestly, | haven't had this much fun in 
years. Thanks to S/A Hypnotism!”’ 

And now, you too, can leam to use S/A 
Hypnotism to meet, date and even seduce 
beautiful girls. 

In a matter of days, you too, will be able 
to walk up to a girl (any girl), and within 
seconds, have her name, address and phone 
number. 

And that will only be the beginning. Be- 
cause from that point on, she will agree with 
practically anything you suggest (within 
reason). 


most modem way of 


That's the kind of power S/A Hypnotism 
will give you. It puts you “in control” at all 
limes. 


DON’T SELL YOURSELF SHORT 


Now maybe this sounds like a bunch of 
““mumbo-jumbo” to you. If so — let us 
suggest this: 

Put your doubts aside for awhile and give 
yourself a chance. 

Notice we said “give yourself”’a chance. 

This principle works ... and all the doubts 
in the world won't change that. But if you let 
your doubts get in your way — and you 
don't at least give it a try — you'll be selling 
yourself short and robbing yourself of the 
success with girls you want so badly. 

You don’t need any special education or 
talent to lear S/A Hypnotism. There are no 
complicated courses to take. 

Simply follow the steps in our easy-to- 
read, easy-to-understand book called ... 
The Easy Way To Get Girls; Through S/A 
Hypnotism. 

Read the book through just two or three 
times (with a reasonable amount of concen- 
tration)...and you'll be well on your way to 
getting all the beautiful girls you ever 
wanted. 

And remember — it doesn’t matter what 
you look like or how old you are. These 
things mean nothing when you use S/A Hyp- 
notism, 


MOST UNUSUAL GUARANTEE 
IN HISTORY OF ADVERTISING 


S/A Hypnotism is working for thousands 
of men — and it will work for you. We 
guarantee it. 

In fact, we're going to go ahead and make 
you one of the most unusual guarantees in 
the history of advertising. And here it is: 

Try out the principle of S/A Hypnotism for 
a month. Then ... if you haven't met, dated 
and even slept with more beautiful girls in 
those four weeks than you have in the past 
year, return the material. We'll rush you a 
full refund and more. 


We will send you: 
© 10 dollars (the original amount you 
payed for our material) 


Plus: 

© 15¢ (the cost of the stamp you used to 
send us your order) 

© 2¢ (the cost of the envelope you sent 
your order in) 

© S¢ (for the time it took you to fill out 
the coupon) 

® 10¢ (for your trouble) 


Think about that for a second. 


Once again: S/A Hypnotism works. And 
like we said before: ‘*We'll prove it to you.” 
All you have to do is send in the coupon 
now. 

Every man who is popular with girls has 
his own special technique he uses to get 
them. If you are lucky enough to be one of 
these successful gentlemen, you don't need 
us or S/A Hypnotism. 

On the other hand — if you're seriously 
looking for a reliable, no-nonsense method 
of getting girls; a method that will work 
anywhere, anytime ... maybe you should 
give S/A Hypnotism an honest try. You may 
soon tind yourself with more girls than any 
ten men put together! 


Silverman Research, Dept. P-379 | 
P.O. Box 9204 
Providence, R.I. 02940 I 


Sounds almost too good to be true — but | 
you've got a deal. What have I got to lose? | 
Here's my 10 dollars. Send me The Easy Way I 
To Get Girls; Through S/A Hypnotism. | 
After trying your material for a month, I 
must be meeting, dating and even sleeping ! 
with more girls than I have in the past year. Or | 
I may return the material for a full refund and I 
more, 

I understand my material will be sent in a | 
plain wrapper. | 

| 
| 
| 
| 


Name 


Address 
City 


--------------35 


| State Zip 
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elegant, sensuous, delightful 


Satin Sheets 


Order Direct from Manufacturer 
Machine Washable: 12 colors: Black, 
Royal Blue, Brown, Burgundy, Bone, 
Gold, Lt. Blue, Navy, Red, Sunflower, 
White, Mint Green. Set includes: 1 
flat sheet, 1 fitted sheet, 2 matching 
pillowcases. 
Twin Set ....$24.00 


Queen Set .. $33.50 
Full Set ....$29.50 


King Set ......$39.50 


3 letter monogram on 2 cases - $3.00 
Add $2.00 for postage & handling 
Immediate shipping on C.O.D., Money 
Orders and Credit Cards: American 
Express, Visa and Mastercharge ac- 
cepted. Include Signature, Accouht 
Number & Expiration Date. 


Checks 
accepted. 


FOR RUSH, RUSH ORDERS 
Call 201-222-2211 
24 Hours a Day, 7 Days a Week 
N. J. & N. Y. Residents add Sales Tax. 


Complete 
Set 
$24 


twin set 


Royal Creations, Ltd. 


Opt. H-3 350 Fifth Ave.(3308) New York, NY 10001 


THE NEW 
EVELYN RAINBIRD LTD. 
CATALOGUE: 


WHEW! 


Picture a big, beautiful 
department store filled solely with 
luxurious, stimulating, exciting sex 
products; and you will have an idea of 
what our new catalogue is like. Except 
that by buying through our catalogue 
you can shop in the privacy of your 
own home. 

So beautiful and provocative that 
we anticipate it being a collectors item 
itself 

Just send check or money order 
for $3.50 (which will be applied fo your 
first order) to Evelyn Rainbird Ltd, PO, Box 


5A8, FDR. Station, NY, NY. 10022 
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of her mind. | made a mental note that | 
would be more than happy to keep her 
entertained. However, when | had finished 
with my case, | went home and thought no 


more about it. | should note that Becky—'ll 
call her that (not her real name)—is about 
twenty-six years old, stands about five feet 
two inches tall, weighs about 105 Ibs., and 
has golden blonde hair down to her shoul- 
ders. She also has an angelic face and 


body that would make any cock come t¢ 


attention even while she's fully clothed (wit 


figure measurements of about 34-: 

Anyway, about two o'clock inthe morning 
| was lying in bed awake—feeling slightly 
horny and a bit more than slightly frustrat- 
ed, since | hadn't had sex with my wife in 
about two and a half months—when | got a 
call from Becky, telling me that another girl 
had been brought in. When | got there 
however, Becky admitted that there really 
wasn't another case: she was feeling bored 
and lonely and simply wanted someone to 
talk to. Since | had nothing better to do, | 
consented to stay and talk with her a while 

As we talked about a multitude of sub- 
jects, including sex, Becky sat on the 
corner of the desk, sort of sideways from 
the chair | was sitting in. Although | couldn't 
see anything, because her mid-length skirt 
was draped over her knees, | could defi- 
nitely smell the sweet, enticing aura of 
pussy, making me hornier and hungrier by 


time, but she had been wearing slacks the 
first time | talked with her.) Suddenly, smil- 
ing impishly, she pointed to a sign on the 
wall that read “Everyone entering Deten- 
ion is subject to search” and said, “Do you 
realize you haven't been searched?” With 
hat she asked me to stand up and remove 
everything from my pockets. | had a little 
difficulty standing, considering the enor- 
mous bulge in the front of my pants, and as 
started removing the contents of my 
pockets, Becky began running her hands 
over my upper body from behind as if 
searching for a concealed weapon. She 
hen ran her hand up the inside of my left 
eg and came to rest on my now rock-hard 
cock imprisoned there. Giving my cock a 
slight squeeze, she said, ‘Aha, what's this?" 
and before | could respond she said, “It 
eels like a weapon strapped to your leg 
You'd better drop your pants.” 

As | began to undo my pants, | realized 


wear when | left the house, so that, when | 
dropped my pants, my cock sprang up In 
her face because she was now kneeling in 
front of me. She gripped my cock at the 
base with her forefinger and thumb and 
said, as if to herself, “| wonder if this thing's 
loaded.” She then wrapped her soft, lus- 
cious lips around the circumcised head 
and proceeded to suck the entire length 
into her mouth. | could feel her tongue 
wrapping itself around and massaging the 
shaft and head. She started bobbing her 
head on my shaft, and it didn't take her long 
to find that it was indeed loaded, because | 
shot stream after stream of hot come into 


the minute. (It didn't dawn on me at the | 


that | had neglected to put on any under- | 


her throat, which she swallowed with no | 


New Textured Condom 
Intensifies Sex 


Revolutionary new condom, designed for pleasure, not 
just contraception. Not like other textured condoms with 
ordinary ribs and dots. Sensations is the only condom 
with texturing all over the condom—more pronounced 
for greater sexual excitement. Comes closest to a “french 
tickler.” Ridges at the head massage the woman upon 
penetration. “Pleasure Peaks” on the shaft continue what 
the ridges began. Preshaped and so thin, it hugs like a 
second skin. Exclusive lubricant joins with natural secre- 
tions for the ultimate sensitivity. Experience the condom 
that turned the condom world around . .. SENSATIONS! 


Prominent ridges 

Hundreds of “Pleasure Peaks” 

To turn her on 

In ways you never thought possible 


©1978, ROMEO 


INC., Dept. PH13 
P. O. Box 200, Carrboro, NC 27510 


0110Sensations™ 


i 

New nugs 
sation. 100 condoms...a heavenly deal) 19.95 

O Fully illustrated log free with order (clothes, sex 
aids, books, etc.) Catalog alone 50¢ 
Name 
Address 
City & State is 
Satisfaction Guaranteed or Full Retund 


NOW AVAILABLE 
IN NORTH AMERICA 


Explore the daring effects of the very latest 
European designs — 2 exotic new color catalogues 
of glamorous lingerie, corsetry, underwear and 
nightwear. 

Dare you resist wearing them? 


Send $2 subscription for your color catalogues 
(deductible from your first order). NOW. 


NIGHTCLUB 


Dept. PH2 


in the USA: Box 1446, Blaine, Washington 98230 
in Canada: Box 91190, West Vancouver, B.C. V7V 3N6 


trouble. The feeling of her throat muscles ' 
literally milking my cock was absolutely in- HON ] GET LEFT HIGH AND DRY MULTI-SPEED 
describable. f LEXI BL 
When she had finished the last of my use 
semen, she sat back down on the edge of el R P VIBRATOR 
the desk and raised her skirt so that | could IX] treatinent wall Ree shell 
see that she, also, was not wearing any specs wbealoe Maceo! able rab 
anties. As | sat down in the chair, | said, At last, a liquid lubricant with a smooth natural feel er. ityields to body contours, an 
That looksilike aeed:eatin'’ pussy'ta ma." Colorless, odorless, tasteless Contains no messy oil or nse lor pouerial thes Bon 
: g : p y ! grease Leaves no unpleasant residue Made from the $12.00 Satisfaction guaranteed or your money refunded 
and | immediately buried my face in one of finest nontoxic ingredients For a 4 oz bottle send $2 Enjoy a year’s subscription to our sensuous catalog for just 
Seid 6 9 ; 
the most delectable pieces of hair pie I've plus 50¢ Postage and handling. Ill. residents add 5% $2.00 Catalog contains vibrators. sensuous clothing. men's 
ever tasted. As | ran my tongue along ner sales tax. wanes and more! Catalog is free with any order 
inner lips and gently lashed at her clit, she ROCKFORD HOME REMEDY CO Aaa Sita isa 
a urt, 10K 
draped her knees over my shoulders and Bor 1565, Rocktord, 11), 61110 Carrboro, NC 27510 were prontceoyiaw 


gripped the back of my head. She began to 
move her hips, literally fucking my tongue, 
and began moaning louder and louder, 
and | knew that it wouldn't be long before 
there would be cream with my pie. As she 
neared her climax, she tightened her grip 


cs. su 
at the back of my head, as though she were re ATHENA 
trying to push my entire head into her cunt, Baby doll ret 


and | tasted her sweet honey as it began to 
flow into my mouth. 

When her climax had subsided, | stood 
and aimed my still-hard rod at that beautiful 
gash. But as | was prepared to enter her, to 
my momentary disappointment, she 


stopped me. She then stood and leaned cas nf 
over the desk with her perfectly rounded NATURAL Migr tae 


ass cheeks pointed toward me. Handing 


ae 
me a tube of cream from her purse, she wash time Bek 
said, ‘As you said, the pussy’s for eatin’. maa 
The behind is for fuckin'.” After | had | *** “wiglry MITE 


coated my cock, | proceeded to slide it into 
her tight little anus, and with each inch that | 
slid into her, she moaned with ecstasy. 
Once | was all the way in, | proceeded to 
fuck her furiously, and each time | lunged, 
she would scream “Harder, harder!” until 
we both reached another gut-wrenching 
orgasm and | shot another load of cream 
deep into her bowels. When we had 
finished, we both dressed, kissed, and 
went home. 

We have repeated this scene several 
times at her apartment, and each time it's 
as exciting as the first. We are both pleased 
that we each got our wish that night. She is 
no longer bored, and | got to “entertain” her. 
| would also like to say that Becky is the first 
woman I've ever butt-fucked, but | certainly 
hope she won't be the last.—Name and 
address withheld 


Messin’ with Mary 
| thought I'd write you about an experience 
| had while | was a student at a private 


TO NAKED... 
WENT cesrimmed bre 
and G-string. Adjust. 
able straps, Nylon 
tricot, G-string ha: 
‘cotton crotch. 
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One 993-4350 
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V-plgnring, Matching 
bikini. Sheer Red oF 
Black. Nylon tricot. 
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FRENCH TICKLER 
Sheer sexy nylon tricot 
and Black lace Ribbon. 
tie back. Matching 
G-string. Red or Purple 
‘One size fits all. 
05-9447 
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breasts. Ribbon trim 07 
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FREE* 
CATALOG 


«with your order of send 
$2 for 11 issues 
‘one full year) or 
$3 fora two-year 
subscription. 

Frederick's of Hollywood 
giant fashion-filled catalog. 
Hundreds of all-girl dresses, 
wigs, sportswear, linger, 


: ~ 
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college. foundations, _ ~~ fReoercn's or" HOUYWooo eT | 
| was working on an art project at school, ONLY in USA H 1 Ree inmvancnaan | 
and it was past eight at night. No one else ; 2A [ swieno. | ay. | cist, | 203, ] price | 
was around till Mary walked in. She had z4 al l 
really shapely legs, long brown hair, a pret- 5 
ty face, and was about eight years older *l I 
than |. Tonight, as usual, she was wearing a {e8$——__—_—_— ea Si. | 
short skirt that really hugged her thighs. Aner bah 


After smiling and saying, “Hi, Dan,” she sat 
down on a bench and started working on 


Plus 85c each additional item. 
Calit, residents add 6% tax, SORRY, NO C.O.D.'s 


her own art project. | Tig 
| noticed that she was wearing black ny- st ak'cf Tessa 
lons, and those legs were pointed right at rede ricks ! 


me, giving me a good view. | kept looking 
her way in order to get a good view of those 


oF HOLLYWOOD 


State Zip, 


City 
i ‘Not ordering right now-BUT RUSH ME YOUR CATALOG! 


- l tenciose (] $2 (11 issues) [] $3 (two-year subscription) ] 
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Why 


YOU SHOULD 


READ FORUM EVERY 


Whether you’re 18 
and just discover- 
ing your sexual 
capabilities or 45 
and wondering if it’s 
too late to rediscover them, you 
need FORUM. 

Because you want to learn more 
about yourself, your sexuality, 
your needs, and how to fulfill them 
... Forum helps with the most 
provocative articles published 
anywhere. 


Because you know the importance 
of good health ... Forum helps 
with the most up-to-date informa- 
tion on medicine, nutrition, and 
human relations. 

Because you want more pleasure 
out of sex ... Forum helps with 
wide-open, liberated reports and 
discussions of techniques. 
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MONTH 


It all adds up each 

month to an unpara- 

lleled package of in- 

formation 

MBB and usable 

guidance—everything you need to 
enjoy all your relationships more. 


SPECIAL OFFER 


If you act now, you'll get a Free copy 
of The Best of Forum, a 178-page 
special issue, packed with exciting 
articles and letters; it’s yours to keep 
along with the convenience and 
savings of a subscription. 


re, ND To make sure you get your 
ae gUM copy of Forum every month, 

A Al fill in and mail the attached 
é subscription card with your 
check or money order for 
$12 (a saving of $6.25 over 
the newsstand price) to: 
ee Forum Subscription Dept., 
PO. Box 930, Farmingdale, N.Y. 11737. 


EVERY 
MONTH 
YOU COME 
ACROSS 
THE DELICIOUSLY 
UNEXPECTED! 


It's the dead of winter. Outside your 
living-room window there's a blustery 
cold rainstorm, which has royally 
screwed up your weekend 

The mail comes, and in it is your copy 
of the latest PENTHOUSE fresh off the 
presses 

Suddenly, you're walking down a gor- 
geously hot, deserted beach. You come 
round a sand dune to discover luscious 
Jane Hargrave wearing part of a patriotic 
bikini. She's been waiting for you—won- 
dering where you've been—because 
she's about to go for a frolic in the al- 
together and didn’t want you to miss the 
show. 

Bob Guccione, who captured Jane in 
this wonderfully unguarded moment, 
calls her “easily one of the most erotically 
beautiful women | have ever met and 
one of the most interesting.” 

Elsewhere in your copy of PENT- 
HOUSE, you'll roar at the outrageous car- 
toons . . . be teased, incensed, amused, 
delighted, infuriated—by the finest fic- 
tion and non-fiction, political exposés, 
men's fashion, exotic new products from 
electronics to records to books 

plus many more splendid treats like 
Jane. Take one more look at her. Doesn't 
she make you want to stand up for the 
flag and forget all about a crummy rainy 
afternoon? 


PENTHOUSE 
IS A CONTINUAL DELIGHT 
12 TIMES A YEAR. 
SUBSCRIBE NOW— 
ONLY $20.00 A YEAR. 
(YOU SAVE $5.00 UNDER WHAT 
OTHERS PAY AT THE 
NEWSSTAND— IF PENTHOUSE 
HASN'T ALREADY SOLD OUT.) 
MAIL YOUR PAYMENT 
TODAY! 


Penthouse, Subscription Dept., P.O. Box 900, 
Farmingdale, N.Y. 11737 


The zip-lock bag keeps your smoke fresh and potent. 
The Mini-Maxi roller and rolling papers help you turn out 
smooth, even-burning numbers every time. The Oz. 

It helps you keep it all together. 


O2z.(Zip-tock bag, Mini-Maxi and 3 booklets of paper) $4.00" 
Oz. T-Shirt (OS, M.CIL.C1XL) $6.00" 
Oz. and T-Shirt Combo $9.00" 


“Includes shipping and handling 
California residents add 6% Sales Tax 


Please send check, money order or charge (no C.0.D.) 
Master Charge [1 Visa [1] BankAmericard exp.date 
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Street 
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y 4 | [ose steers 


| finger into her love hole. Soon, to m 
) 


| hand on her breast and slowly worked it int 


legs. When she'd say something, I'd look 
up at her face and we'd talk a little. She 
caught me looking at her | severa 


me | took another look I'd 


times, but ever 


see a little more. She would position one leg 


alittle higher and alittle wider till | could see 
her white thighs. Eventually, she spread her 
egs, and | saw her garter belt and white 


panties. As she did this, she was telling me 


how she anted to be my friend and how 
her husband works too much. | told her how 
beautiful her legs were, how nice she al- 
ways looked, and how | hadn't had a date in 
a long time 

Well, that's all it took. She said | was very 


handsome and desirable 


walked over, bent down, put one hand or 
my leg, and kiss 
reached down to her hand, which was on 
my leg, and pulled it onto my rock-hard 
cock. | stood up and embraced her pas 


th | 1 


ed me on the lips. | 


sionately. | told her | wanted her as | put one 


firm 


her blouse to cup her small t 
breasts. We both 
where she took my 


and started pumping me with her hand 


sat down on a benc 


cock out of my pants 
was rubbing her pussy, and | could fee 
how moist she was through her panties 
She got up and hurriedly slipped them of 


God, she looked beautiful with that garter 


belt and black nylons on. She had a lot 


black hair covering her love mound, and 


was the softest white skin | ever 


sat back down, and | started to 


around tt 
felt. She 


massage her clit again while slipp 


prise, she started to rock her hips ar 


breathing became very rapid 
clutched me tightly and 
rhythmic beat on my penis because she 
was engrossed in her own orgasm 


stopped the 


We then moved down the hall to the 
lounge, where there was a large couch 
When we reached the other end of the hall 
she turned off the lights to the hallway. The 


treet light outside lit up the lounge. She lay 
down on the couch, with her dress pulled 


up around her waist, her panties off, and 


her blouse open so th 


white breasts stood up waiting for m 
was very desirable. | todk my pants off and 
lay on top of her, feeling the warmth of her 
body, especially her hips. She told me how 
much she wanted me to make love to her 

then positioned my hips up, and with one 
hand | spread her cunt lips and slowly 
slipped my large, hard cock between her 
cunt lips. My cock has a very large head, 
but it went in very easily, because she was 
really wet and hot. | started pumping her 
slowly and kissing her pe 
massaging her hard nipples at the same 
time. Later she rted to rotate her hips. | 
started to fuck her faster and faster. With 
each plunge of my cock into her, she would 
take a deep breath. As | pulled it out, she 
would exhale. Her hard, fast breathing was 


ionately while 


keeping time with my hard, fast fucking 
Finally, she clutched me very tightly and 
arched her back. | started to come at the 
yht of her coming, pumping her wildly. | 
shot my load, but my dick was still hard; so 


we made love once more before we quit 

She later told me that that was the first 
time she ever ran out on her husband. We 
made love on other occasions, but after- 
ward | always got the feeling she felt guilty. 
Ina way, | loved Mary, and we were friends. | 
haven't seen her since college.— D. A., Fort 
Wayne, Ind. 


A loose wire 
It was a hot, sticky summer day, and | had 
just walked my girl friend to her car. We 
gave each other a peck on the cheek, and 
she was on her way home. |'m a pretty 
straight guy and usually maintain a one- 
to-one relationship. And I've been dating 
this one girl for three years now. 

| waved good-bye, and in the back- 
ground | could hear the beep-beep sound 
of her Volkswagen car as she took off. The 
evening was hot and humid, and although | 
lived near the lake, | didn't relish the 
thought of going back to my apartment. | 
decided to take a walk. | began casually 
walking toward the lake, when | noticed a 
beautiful pair of legs sticking out from 
under the hood of a Toyota. My curiosity got 
the best of me, and | proceeded in the 
direction of the legs. And what a set of legs 
they were—probably the most beautifully 
formed legs | have ever witnessed. As | 
approached closer, | got a full view. The 
suntanned legs were long and lean, and 
the tight little white shorts she wore not only 
emphasized the length of her legs but also 


gave me a sneak preview of her tight little 
ass, 

She had on a tight, white sleeveless 
T-shirt that snugly caressed two of the firm- 
est and largest breasts |'ve ever seen. It 
was apparent that she did not have a bra 
on. The T-shirt was flimsy enough that | 
could see the darkness of her nipples as 
they stood erect. Mesmerized, | felt a 
warmth in my groin. My prick was getting 
hard as a rock, and | casually put my hand 
in my pocket to quiet it a bit before | made 
my play. 

As | neared the car, | was beginning to 
become intoxicated by the scent that 
exuded from her body. Her face and hair 
were stunning. Only in my fantasies had | 
seen a more perfectly shaped woman 
Long, soft auburn curls neatly framed her 
classic good looks. Her mouth was soft 
and sensuous. The fullness of it enticed me 
further. Her eyes were soft and dreamy, and 
her pert little nose gave her an impish ap- 
pearance. Her lashes were dark and long. 
The sight was so unbelievable that | nearly 
pinched myself to make sure that she was 
not a Penthouse pet | had fashioned in my 
imagination. 

Her beauty was paralyzing. | found my- 
self choking on my words as | approached 
her, but | had enough self-confidence to 
follow through. Damn, could | get my rocks 
off with a dish like that! | thought to myself! 

She appeared relaxed when | asked her 
what the problem was and if | could be of 


some assistance. She told me she was hav- 
ing some difficulty with starting her Toyota. | 
offered to take a look. Even though it was 
getting dusky now, | could see the loose 
wire dangling. | immediately and very deft- 
ly reconnected the wire. Then | jumped into 
the-car, and it started. She was beside 
herself with gratitude. | told her to think 
nothing of it. When | did sit in the car, | 
inhaled the sweet fragrance of some ex- 
pensive perfume. | was getting hotter and 
hotter by the second. When | got out of the 
car and proceeded to close down the 
hood, she nonchalantly pressed her beau- 
tiful set of tits against my back. | did not 
back off. | turned around and stared at her 
and her devilish grin. She licked her lips 
lovingly. 

| asked her whether there was anything 
else | could do for her, and she asked if | 
could tell her where she could find a phone. 
| suggested she use mine at home, since it 
was only a half a block away. She asked if it 
was any trouble, and | said emphatically, 
“No, it isn't.” 

When we got up to the third floor, | fum- 
bled with the lock. Up to this time, | had 
been so cool. Again she pressed her tits on 
my back. | did not resist. We entered. | 
showed her where the telephone was and 
offered her a cup of coffee. She said that 
that would be nice. She also took out her 
checkbook and offered to pay me for my 
services. As far as | was concerned, | was 


interested in only one payoff—and money 
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WHAT YOU WANT TO WATCH 
WHEN YOU WANT TO WATCH IT! 


¢ DEEP THROAT 


¢ DEVIL IN 
MISS JONES 


¢ PAMELA MANN 


¢ BEHIND THE 
GREEN DOOR 


¢ MISTY 
BEETHOVEN 


INTERNATIONAL HOME VIDEO 
CLUB is your /egally authorized 
outlet for uncensored video 
cassettes. IHVC cassettes are 
available for Beta and V.H.S.» 
video systems. 


SEND $3.00 FOR 
COMPLETE CATALOG 


! Please send me the following Enclosed is my check or money order for | certify that | am over 21 years of age 
1 full color IHVC video cassettes $ in payment for Video and will not permit my IHVC cas- 
& = GDEEP THROAT cassettes at $99.50 per cassette for Beta Setters to re Sopted efcyal icy 
§ — OMISTY BEETHOVEN Il and V.H.S., $114.50 per film for Beta |. Commercial purposes. IHVC tapes 
1 CODEVILIN MISS JONES N.Y. Residents please add sales tax, iornbare ard Wick Wanda: Ura 
1 GCAPTAINLUST 2). Meera an ees = 
1 thorized use of IHVC cassettes can 
1 a eee a |) ) ia result in legal prosecution, fines 
! SEX WORLD _ and/or imprisonment. 

LOUHAPPY DAYS — 
{| GIAUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A FLEA iy State r aes eda 
1 PAMELA MANN ae INTERNATIONAL 
1 (1) DOUBLE EXPOSURE OF HOLLY HOME VIDEO 
H CREDIT CARD PURCHASERS 800- 233-238 CLUB, INC. 

= 

« CALL TOLL FREE gt 02 a 207 West Sath St. 
© You must be 21 to order this product. In New York call (212)- 238 9810 New Yor 
ali pp se lS hm 


Get the facts 
from the 
PROFESSIONALS! 


V.H.S. 


BETA? 


Daily discount price quotations 


on video cassette recorders, 
video cameras, accessories, 
blank video cassettes and big 
screen video systems—Sony, 
R.C.A., Panasonic, Quasar, 
Toshiba, J.V.C., Zenith, etc. 


TOLL FREE 


800-223-0360 


In New York State. call 
212-575-0210 
S &S Toll Free Discounts 
58 West 45th Street 
New York. New York 10036 


Major Credit Cards Accepted 
Dealer inquiries invited, 
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MEWS OF THE DELLICIT 
DELIGHTS BEING FREELY 
D/SPENBED TO THE PUBLIC 

IN WANPALAND HAs 
REACHED HIGH PLACES. 
REACTION /8 SWIFT AND 
STERN — SHERIFF LEO 
NITHICK HAS ORDERB TO 
CLOBE THE PLACE DOWNS Ch 


CET ON THE 
S/PEWALA— 
YA GODDAM 

PEDESTRIANS 


THIS /SA HELLUVA 
TOUGH WORLD TO 


HANDLE TH/S 
RIGHT AN*YOU 
COLLD BE THE 
NEXT GOVERNOR!) 
AN'AF TER THAT, 
MAYBE EVEN. ++! 


WANDA KNOWS NOTHING OF 
THE EVENTS NOWSETIN THELASTFANTASY 


MOTION. AT WANDALAND? OF THE DAY HAS 
tL coeece BEEN ENACTED. 
ante nr THE CROWDS HAVE 
vues CONE HOME. THE 

CLEANERS HAVE 

CONE HOME. THE 

CATES ACE 

CLOSED FOR THE 

MGH7esercaee 


dy THE CENTRAL CONTROL 
KOOM HOMER SAPIENS (5S: 
ENUOVING A CHICKENL/VER 
AND Dink SANDWICH AFTER 
A CLANDESTINE LATE MIGHT 
FANTASY WITH HALF A 
DOZEN WOOD NYMPHS o+0+ 


4IGHTY FOOT 
FUSSYS 


WHATS THIS— 
CUSTER S LAST 
STANDS 


WAITA MING TEL 
THE PLACE /S 
CLOSEDS 


WATS NO 


Sees > 


SHERIFF LEO NITHICK AND 
WIS POSSE SMASH THEIE 
WAY INTO THE CENTRAL 
BLULEINGscesccosceooes 


/7SA COMME 
LOTTO CORRLPT CONCENTRATE 
VAS 


Nar aoey! 


CGRUDS GET 
OUTTA THAT 
SEDS 


WETICE BEING 
RAIDEDS 


DONT LET EM 


GET YOUR MINDS!) 


11 WARN THE 
MOSTRESS! 


91 


(OW 
= z 7 TIME (NM 
IE VOU VE DELIBERATELY ee B 4 ] 4 ONTHS SHE'S 


PLAYED WITH ME 


(WNCORPORATED A BUIL 


YOUR OWN INTE 


MOsTRESS! 
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BE THE DEA) LETS SEE WHAT 
OF MES IT TAKES TO TURN 
A DEDICATED 
POLICEMAN ONS 


oe prickand she 
yy akes! 


74 PEASY * 
THAT DREAN 


$f woe Miz (2 
LARS OLDS 


YOLWE CO7 NO / 
SELF DISCIPLINE | il 


YOURE SEIN’ 
EMASCULATED 
BY THE WOMENS 

MOVEMENT £ 


YOU BUNCH 
OF DEGENERATE 
POT HEADSS 


4UN(SH HIM OF Fy BOOTULE 
THE ROTTEN SPOUL SPORT 
MUCKED LP Oi GAMES £ 


NOT YET; PUSS CAKE. HOMER 
AND / FOR SAW SOMETHING 
LIKE THISS 


HE FASCINATES 
MES TH/ICKAS A 
ALANK AND WITH 
NO /MAGINAT/ON, y 
WHATSOEVER ? 


TIME FOR? 
CONTINGENCY 
MEASURES, 
SAPFIENSS 


SHALL / DEAL 
WITH HiMs 
MOSTRESS! 


THAT WONT BE 
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AND WITH ABOUT 
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HOMERS ROBOTSS 


AT ONCE MY 
MLUBTRIOUS 
COMMANDERS 


VOB 187 GOINK ON 
WLL NOVUN 
BE TELLINK ME 2 


MUCH CRASHINK UND DE 

SHOUTINK LIKE DER THIRD 

VORLD VAR HAF STARTED 
MITOUT MES 


NOTHING THAT 
WEED CONCERN 
YOU, OLD COCKE 


YOU KNOW SOMETHING» 
FELLERS EP SOMETIMES (NM 
ABSOLUTELY AMAZED 
AT MY OWN BRILLIANCE $ 


4 OOK AT THE 
NEXT PAGE 
AND YOULL SEE 
SOME OF MY 
4LECTROBION/C 
TOYS USED WITH 
REAL FLA — 
LVENIE / DO 
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OKAY, YA BUNCH aaa EVAL 
Gs he A eae 
CEILINGS THAT RATHER 


OVER DRAMATIC 
Bs. ys -- 2 ENTRANCE REALLY 
- 4 o | NECESSARY? 


THIS /B A VERY 
BORING CAME f 
(AIN'T EVEN 
GONNA GETANY 
TPB OUTTA THIS 
LO7t 


COMPREHENSION 
IST GON, 


/1001 VE GOT ORDERS TO 
CLOSE THE PLACE DOWN, FULL RESPONSIBILITY FOR 
SRS... ANTO ARREST TWS ESTABL/SHMENT AND 


THOSE RESPONS/BLEF ALL ITS RANUIE/CATIONS 
haem RESTS WITH PROFESSOR 
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HERE, LiKE MY . SURO MT DER 
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WERE ALL SO 
PREOUDP OF YOLy 
PROFESSOR! 


YOU ARE A SHINING 
4/GHT INA DARK 
WORLDS 


§ AMAN WOVE 
FREFARED TO 
STAND LP TO 

THE WORLD FOR 

HS BELIEFSL 


THEVLL TRY TO TEAR YOU TO 
PIECES THROUGH THE 
MEDIA, PROFESSOR +++ 


BUT WHEN THE FIRST GREAT 
TIDE OF MORA, 
SREAKS WER Yi 


ViLL SOMEBODY BE 
TELLINK ME VOT 
HAPPENINK (ST 
/N DER NAME OF 
HELLE 


THE FikeS7 MARTY 
WN THE NAME OF 
SEX! 


ViL SOMEBODY 
TELL ME VOG/ST 
CONK ON? 


YOU GOTALL OU 
LAWYERS L/NED 
wpe 


THERE/S STILL 
A STRONG 

CURRENT OF 
PickeiM FATHERS 
Pile TANISM 

/N THE MAINSTREAM 

OF (DEAS INTHIS 

COUNTRYS 


/M GOING TO ENJOY 
DRAGGING THIS 

THROUGH THE COURTS 
OF THIS COUNTRYS 


Ob, SHES GONNA 

GETALLSEROUS AGAIN. 
15 GONWA GETAWPULLY 
BORG AROUND HERE 4) 


/ 


CAN WANDA GETAWAY 
WITH IT @ [© YOU WERE A 
CAWVER WOULD YOU MAKE 
A STAND FOR HER BY 
ACCEPTING HE BRIEFS? 
/S THIS A RUT=ORICAL 
QUESTION 2 
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THE 
CONDOM 
THATS 
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AHEAD! 
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SCORE'’s * 


Ten Points of 


Pleasure 


Revolutionary new SCORE 
ten “points of pleasure” around the head 
points that are raised five times higher than 
any other condom! These soft, probing points 
prolong sexual sensations in a whole new 

ay. A full 1/8 inch high, the probes are lo- 
cated at the mos! of the penis 

SCORE'’s probing action penetrates firmly, 
gently, deeply for an experience you Il never 
forget. Why not try SCORE today? Your 
money refunded in full if you are not com- 
pletely satisfied 


condoms have 


sitive part 


Adam & Eve Dept. PH9-H 
P.O. Box 900 
Carrboro, NC 27510 


Gentlemen 
Id like to try SCORE s “ten point’ advantage. 
Please rush me in a plain package, under your 
money-back guarantee 
Wallet of 10 SCORE! 
Sampler of 38 assorted condoms, (including 
SCORE!)........ - 
Super 100° samp! 
(SCORE! plusdozensototherbrands!) $19.95 
All New Catalog Is Free With Every Order 
Catalog only (featuring condoms, sex aids, 
books, lingerie, and more) 


Name — 
Address —_______ 
———E State 


OVER 500,000 SATISFIED CUSTOMERS 


NAKED LOVE 
TECHNIQUES 


Sexual 
Adventures 
in Marriage 


Caressing. Undressing. Kiaxing, 
Foreplay and Oc! Love Trebnigaes. 
seemaiad oa ovee 110 sctaal photgeag 


SEXUAL ADVENTURES: An impressive array of new and 
unusual sex techniques, guaranteed to turn a routine 
sex life into one of adventure and intensity. Over 140 
full-color explicit photographs teach you how to increase 
your partner's sexual response and how she can eroti- 
cize yours. A release from traditional sex. Only $7.50. 
NAKED LOVE TECHNIQUES: A picture book of sexual 
love that takes you step-by-step from foreplay through 
orgasm. Learn how to achieve sexual ecstasy, the art of 
touching, oral love. Variations in visual and physical 
stimulation, games lovers play, sexual positions, and 
more. Now available in soft cover for only $5.95. 
100% refund If not delighted 
Send your order, name & address to: ROMEO, Dept. PH12 
P. O. Box 200, Carrboro, NC 27510 

DO Sexual Adventures: $7.50 (Naked Love Book: $5.95 
0 One year catalog subscription FREE with every order 
(sex aids, books, condoms, clothes) Catalog only: $1.00 
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TEXTURED! 
FLEXIBLE! 
MULTI-SPEED! 


All you could desire in a vibrator 
Prominenttexturing stimulates 
your smallest nerve endings. A 


a gentle pulse to a potent throb 
Soft pliable ‘nude’ rubber bends 
and caresses —like the real thing. 
8” of sheer ecstasy. Batteries in. 
cluded, Satistaction guaranteed. 
Void where prohibited 
Free Otfer: One year subscrip. 
tion toa beautiful full-color catalog 
of sex aids, books. condoms. men’s 
and women's sensuous clothing & 
more PREE WITH EVERY ORDER 
©1978. ROMEO 
lVibrator + free subscription, $9.95 [)1 catalog, 50¢ 
Send order, name & address to: RDMEC, Dept. PH-11 


P.O. Box 200, Carrboro, NC 27510 


ROME "":. your source of pleasure 
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When | walke 
the two cups of 
them when | Saw 


halfway down tc 
reddest bush | f 
of hair, which she 
every so often s! 
lips and tease h 
her eyes to mee 


shooting inside r 
so swollen that | 
my pants. 


pening to me. | 
before in my lif 


They felt terrific. 


covered half of 
and about the s 


through my boc 
not hold back ar 
my semen out o 
on the sofa. | fe 
She began to p 
told me to suck 


was so enchan 
wanted to bite t 
pain as | bit a litt 
the same. 

| pulled her to 
over. She had 


had nothing to do with it. 


with her shirt thrown on the floor, the 
enormous breasts begging to be suc 
and caressed and her tight 


cock with her massive tl 
derly put it in her mouth 
doing all sorts of contortions on my dick 


blowjob while | grabbed a 


ing them as hard as | could. They were so 
firm and soft. Her nipples 


the dark nipples 


d into the living room with 
coffee, | nearly dropped 
her lying on my yellow sofa 


> firm, 

ked 

little shorts 

> her knees. She had the 
ave ever Seen—a mound 


> gingerly played with, and 
1e would spread her loving 
er clit. She slowly lifted up 
>t mine and coaxed me to 


come to her. | felt sensations like no other 


ny groin, and my prick was 
thought it would pop out of 


| walked over to her. She immediately 
undid my belt, pulled down my zipper, and 
reached in for my cock 
wildest fantasies believe t 


could not in my 
hat this was hap- 
had never been so horny 
e. She first caressed my 
s and then ten- 
Her tongue was 


| let her continue with the 
her tits, squeez 


which must have 
them, were a dark brown 
ize of a silver dollar. 


The sucking action she administered so 
skillfully on my cock sent pangs of joy all 


y, and, finally, when | could 
yymore, she deftly drew all 
f me until | lay totally spent 
tas if | were unconscious 
ay with my dick again and 
ner tits. | sucked, pulled at 
, and lovingly bit at them. | 
ed with her nipples that | 


hem off. She moaned with 


e harder, but she loved it all 


the carpet and flipped her 


he tightest little ass | had 


ever seen. | pu 
began to rub, St 
sure. | grabbed 
hrust my dick 
screamed with f 


op of her. 
She was insa 


came again. | 
Her pussy smel 


ip atatime.|ma 
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hing | did. She 


she was beggin 


my hand near her clit and 
1e gave off moans of plea- 
at her tits from behind and 
high into her butt. She 
ain and pleasure. | came 


within seconds and lay totally wiped out on 


tiable, continuing to bring 


me off by placing my dick between her tits. 


lay quietly for a few sec- 


onds, and then she urged me to eat her out. 


led like clover. | pulled at 


ver red hair and proceeded to suck each 


de her spread out her legs 


and then | spread her puffed-out lips 
thereby exposing her clit. It was a juicy little 


wly, sucking at it and then 


biting on it. She loved everything, and any- 


pressed my head further 


down. | continued to lick out her hole, and 


g for more. Every few sec- 


! onds | would stop. Then | was at it again, 


hair 
replacement 
news 


At last! Reliable, re- 
search material on hair 
transplants, implants, # 
inversions, lotions and¥ 
more is now available! 


Confused by ads, worried about 
misleading claims, unsure where to 
find safe, rewarding results? Write 
now for a subscription of our unique 
consumer research newsletter that 
offers in-depth reports on various 
hair replacement methods each 
month. Backed by ten years of re- 
search, we can help you find the so- 
lution that is best for you. 


| O sample report F 
| O full 12-issue subscription. ... 


| O check 

| Tenclose my: [money order 

| SATISFACTION GUARANTEED | 
| OR YOUR MONEY BACK | 
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| Address 
City. ~ 


P.O. Box 246; 
Charleston, WV 25329 


Now Available By Mail... From the studio that produced 


“BEHIND THE GREEN DOOR” 
the MITCHELL BROTHERS present 


SPECIALLY 
SELECTED 
X-RATED 
TITLES 


on Videotape 
and 8mm film 
BUY DIRECT AND SAVE! 


1, “BEHIND THE GREEN DOOR" 
‘eMideotape Beta: $79 VHS: $89-- 6mm» $39 
2. “RESURRECTION OF EVE" 
Videotape Beta: $79 VHS: $89 6mm: $39 - 
wedet'SOD0M-AND GOMORRAH™ 
Videotape Beta: $79 VHS: $89 8mm: $39 
4.“ RUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A FLEA” 
Videotape Beta: $79 VHS: $89 Emm: $: 
5. “INSIDE MARILYN CHAMBERS” 
Videotape Beta: $79 VHS: $89 8mm: $39 
MAMAS” 
ideotape Beta: $69 VHS: $79 8mm: $39 
7. “FLESH FACTORY 
Videotape Beta: $49 VHS: $59 
8. "WIVES" 
jeotape Beta: $49 VHS: $59 
9. “WOMEN OF THE NIGHT’ 
Videotape Beta: $49 VHS: $59 
40:-EASY WOMAN" 
ideotape Beta: $49 VHS: $59 
11, “RECKLESS CLAUDIA” 
Videotape Beta: $49 VHS: $59 
12. “DIVORCEES” 
Videotape Beta: $49 VHS: $59 
13, “RABIN'S REVENGE 
Videotape Beta: $49 VHS: $59 


SPECIAL DOUBLE BILL! fj 


“BEHIND THE GREEN DOOR” 
JECTION OF EVE™ 
$139 VHS: $149 


7 Mitchell Brothers Film Group 
To Order: Send your check or money Mitenel! Bromers F 


order tor the correct amount to pp a 
EXPRESS ORDER MASTERCHARGE/VISA 
CALL TOLL FREE: (800) 227-3142 
In California call (415) 441-1930 


Please specity type of video machine For 8mm. specity Super 8mm 
you own and type of video format desired, or Regular Brom 


eating every inch of her out. | began to feel 
shivers going through her body and knew 
she was getting close. | stopped again—| 
loved teasing her, and she loved it, too. | 
buried my tongue in her hole, and as | 
sucked and licked away, a gigantic convul- 
sion took hold of her as she came. 

Within seconds she was finger-fucking 
herself while locking her mouth around my 
cock. We came at the same time. Then she 
turned me over, told me to get on all fours, 
and proceeded to lick out my behind. She 
was able to get her skillful tongue way up 
the hole. | loved it and begged for more. In 
the meantime, she started fingering her clit 
again. She was undoubtedly an expert in 
lovemaking. 

| told her to get on top of me. She swiftly 
obeyed. | began to suck her tits one at a 
time. She was enjoying every minute of it. In 
my state of euphoria, | did not hear the door 
to my apartment open. There standing 
above us was my girl. |was dumbfounded. 
Before | could explain, she had proceeded 
to take all her clothes off and join us. We 
had aménage 4 trois. My girl friend is usu- 
ally as straight as |, and I'd never dreamt 
that she would join in. Nevertheless, she 
was a willing and adept partner We spent 
the rest of the night fucking and sucking 
one another until we all lay back and fell 
asleep. 

Next morning, when | woke up, only my 
girl and | were in bed, but on the dresser 
there was a note, reading, “Dear Friends, | 


never thought that a loose wire could bring 
me so much erotic bliss. Thanks for every- 
thing, Sally.” We never did see Sally again, 
but we had one hell of an orgy that we'll 
never forget.—Name and address with- 
held 


Ride ‘em, cowboy! 

| must share this erotic experience with you. 
On Labor Day | decided to take a break from 
the hassles of school and hitchhiked from 
Austin, Tex., to the sunny, pussy-filled 
beaches of Florida. | needed a break, and | 
had heard that it was very easy to get laid on 
those beaches. That was just the kind of rest | 
was looking for. 

Outside Lafayette, La., three wild French 
girls picked me and my hard dick up ina van. 
We started rapping, drinking beer, and smok- 
ing some dynamite Colombian grass. One 
thing led to another, andone of these girls—a 
real macho chick, said, “Cowboy, how good 
are you?” | said, “Baby, | am the best, and | 
can handle all of you.” That was a mistake. 
Two of these girls said, “Oh, yeah, cowboy? 
Let's see what you're made of —we're going 
tocheck out your oil.” One ripped off her tank 
top, and the other lunged at my hard dick, 
The third one drove but still kept an eye onthe 
scene in the back of the van. 

Before we knew it, twoof the girls and! were 
completely naked, going round and round. 
They did everything but pull my dick com- 
pletely out of the socket. It was great! My big 
cock was being fucked and sucked, and | 


was eating one girl's love canal all in one 
motion. Then they rolled me over and 
Started to abuse my body, | loved it! | had 
the biggest erection in my life. The next 
thing | knew, these girls opened the back 
door of the van and hung my long legs out. 
One sat on my face with a big, juicy box 
right in my mouth; the other sat on my cock, 
riding it like a horseback rider. 

Just imagine going down Highway 10, 
with one girl rubbing off on your face and 
the other squeezing your dick inside her 
gaping vagina. | came three or four times 
until we were literally lying in a puddle of 
love juices. We pulled over so the driver 
could get some of the action. 

This third chick made me lie on my 
Stomach with my head out the door of the 
van. Before | knew what was happening, she 
had inserted a large, greased dildo into my 
tight little ass hole. They made me scream, 
“Fuck me, fuck me harder!” at the top of my 
lungs. The louder | screamed, the further the 
dildo went into my ass hole. It was absolutely 
great. This went on for an hour and a half. It 
was one hell of a trip, and | hope one day !'ll 
have a ride like that again. This is one bronco 
who's been broken!—P J., Austin, Tex.0+- 


For more provocative, stimulating, and con- 
troversial letters, read the exciting Forum 
Magazine now on sale at your newsstand, 
or, for this month's copy, send $1.25 to 
Forum Magazine, Dept HM. 909 Third Ave- 
nue, New York, N.Y. 10022 


JONI'S 


© One size fits all. 


¢ Smooth, 
comfortable to 


¢ Variable speed 
control. 


¢ Includes 2 AA 
m batteries. 


Only 


Exclusive from Sensory Research! 


(inventors of the famous 
Prelude 3° vibrator system) 


BUTTERFLY 


wear — anywhere! 


$19°% 


JONI'S BUTTERFLY 


At last there’s Joni’s Butterfly — a small but 
Powerful vibrator that lets both lovers feel 
every surge, every tingle, every sensual 
thrill during sex — but pats of you have 
to hold it in place with your hands! 


Avibrator she can wear! 
Thanks to its unique shape and design. 
your lady can actually wear Joni’s 
utterfly in or out of bed. Soft, 
comfortable, adjustable elasticized 
ribbon straps (one size fits all) slip over 
her hips. positioning the Butterfly where its 
subtle, insistent tingles go to work 
instantly to give satisfying sensations — 
tight on her pleasure center! 
Variable speed — deeper thrills for 
you, too! 
Best of all, Joni’s Butterfly transmits its 
vibrations inside and throughout her 
entire pelvic region, so when you kiss or 
touch her there, you share every erotic 


No, | don't want to order Joni’s Butterfly now, 
intimate catalogue of uncensored sexual deli 


Charge my 9 Visa/BankAmericard 


Vibrations you can share with... 


Amazing pleasure breakthrough lets your lover 
control her own pleasure while leaving her hands 
yours — free to explore other delights! 


Pr-----—---—------ 


but here’s $1 for Sensory Research’s complete, 
ights! 


OMastercharge 

Acct. No. sss EXD, DOTS 

Signature ese 

Ne - 
(please print) 
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sensation at the same time — even 
during intercourse! And the 

Control lets her pace and vary her climb 
to ecstacy! 


Added delights! 

Joni’s ety is silent — no disturbing 
noise to interfere with your pleasure. No 
wires in the way — the Butterfly holds two 
AA batteries (included), And when 
you're busy, tired, or out of town, she can 
use it alone for her personal needs, to 
keep herself happy and satisfied until 
you retum. She can even wear and use it 
under her clothes and no one will know ! 
Order today — experience good 
vibes together! 

Order Joni’s Butterfly for no-hands 
delights from now on. When it comes, tell 
her you're a Butterfly “collector” just to 
arouse her Curiosity. Then surprise her with 
the thrill of love vibrations you can share! 


(S] postage / handling) 


City —___ state Zp 
Rush service for impatient lovers! Visa/BankAmericard or Master Charge orders taken by 
Phone for fast delivery! Call collect (201) 688-7153 (9-5 EST). Void where proh ibited, a 


No.1 Seller! 


XAVIERA'S SUPERSEX 


Now Xaviera Hollander 
(the world’s most fa- 
mous happy hooker) lays 


XAVIERAS 
PE RS; 


it bare in her new best 


selling book. XAV/ERA’S SUPERSEX. Jam packed 


with “goodies” youcan put 
SUPERSEX tells you point 


topractice immediately 
by point how you can be 


better anywhere—more so than you ever thought 


possible! And enjoy it too 


Over 200 pages of text 


andillustrations. Published price of $20 now avail- 
able for a limited time from Adam & Eve at $9.95. 
Ready for lesson one? Begin by ordering SUPER- 
SEX now. Hardcover. Money back guarantee. 


cAdam&Eve Dept 


PHO-K Aba’ = 


P.O. Box 900, Carrboro, NC 27510 “EY 


Write: 

House of Romeo, Dept. PH9-L 
Suite 12-F, 112 E. 19th St. 
New York, N.Y. 10003 


GOOD 
VIBRATIONS! 


Give your favorite person 
the VIP treatment with this 
flexible, multi-speed vi 
brator. It has all the best 
features. It's flexible 
and textured. And now it's 
variable speed! A quick 
twist at the base adjusts 
the vibrator from a low 
tingle to a powerful throb 
Made of pliable rubber, it 
yields to body contours. a 
full 8" long. Only 95. 
If you are not comple! 
satisfied your money 

be refunded in ful 


THIS OFFER VOID WHERE PROHIBITED BY LAW 


Ul 
IN SEE-THRU FUNWEAR 


Wear this slee) 


stretch 
tingly 
ning. Long siveves und crew neck, 


Colour BLAC 
Size to fit 34 
Price $16.99 


1Year 


a nen 
Drawer 1010,Hollywood,Cal.,90028 


k clinging body -stockin 
nylon. Completely sheer 2 
revealing | Under crotch 


'K or FLESH, 
to 40 hips. 
50c postage & handling 


SUBSCRIPTION TO EXCITING 
CATALOG OF GLAMORWEAR 
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SEND $1.00 
FOR 
THE NEW 
VIVA 
LINGERIE 
CATALOG. 


Mail to: Viva Catalog, PO. Box 
6500, Englewood, NJ. 07631 
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tian Reformed Church; and since the 
church frowns on movies and other worldly 
amusements, he was sixteen before he 
saw his first film—The Absent-minded Pro- 
fessor. “| was very disappointed,” he re- 
calls. “| expected more sin for my money.” 

Schrader took his film crew back home 
with him, to Grand Rapids, Mich.., to kick off 
his cinematic tour of sex-oriented Ameri- 
ca—which, he told the locals, was called 
The Pilgrim. But they knew something was 
fishy; Schrader has a bad rep in Grand 
Rapids. Hadn't he been kicked out of Cal- 
vin College? Didn't he write that taxi-driver 
movie? 

In Hollywood, one afternoon, another 
Calvin College alumnus (and black sheep), 
novelist Fredrick Mannfred (Lord Grizzly), 
turned up to see how his friend's movie was 
going and got talking about the Grand 
Rapids title change. “It has to be Hara- 
core," said Mannfred, “because it refers to 
more than pornography. You have to under- 
stand about Calvinists. Calvinists are 
saved. They're going to heaven when they 
die. They know it, just as they know the 
Bible is the word of God. They do,not ques- 
tion, which is why they can beat you in an 
argument. That's the hard core—the hard 
core of truth.” 

“The context from which | come is still far 
stronger than the context in which | am,” 
adds Schrader. “In fact, there was one 
point where | told the studio people that | 
was the only one who could direct Hard- 
core, because | was the last man left in 
Hollywood who still thought sex was dirty.” 


TOWARD THE BLUE-LIGHT 
TORTURE CHAMBER 
“Sometimes | take a submissive session,” 

says Kathi, “but | hate it.” 

“Yeah,” says Snow. “! never knew how 
much that stuff hurt.” 

I've been hanging out with the whip 
ladies most of the afternoon, when it dawns 
on me that they're not from Central Cast- 
ing—they're real dominants, imported from 
L.A.'s Passive Arts Studio. When | 
apologize for the confusion, Snow just 
grins. “Discipline!” she snaps 

In the House of Bondage, they're still set- 
ting up for the fight-through-the-walls. This 
is the most important stunt of the film, and 
no one begrudges the time. The fight starts 
in Cell Block 3—a tiled prison room with 
whips and chains on the wall, a rubber suit 
for punishing the top half of female inmates, 
and a Harley-Davidson motorcyle in the 
middle of the floor. Waiting for the lights to 
be set, Schrader climbs on the Harley and 
bounces in the saddle, kicking the pedals 
and pulling the levers like a happy kid 

He's totally excited about the fight. “| 
tried it in The Yakuza,” he recalls, “when 
Mitchum fought his way through a whole 
hall of shoji screens, but it didn't work. You 
just keep on doing it until you get it right 
What makes it exciting now is that this time 


INTIMATE FASHIONS 
FOR THE SENSUOUS 


SEDUCTION. N 
excitement...W 
itc ts, it uncovers! 

Fish net bra and 
panties make this a 

breathtaking see- 
through. Be daring, 


romantic, tender, 
and sexy... order 
today! $8.95 


Like all our fashions 
for men and women, 
Seduction is a 
beautifully designed, 
intimate Mating Mart 
exclusive .. . meant 
to arouse your 
sensuous lover! 
Mating Mart offers 
only finest quality 
lingeri at 
dramatic discounts 
All orders are 
shipped the same 
day received 

Don't miss this 
outstanding offer! 


INSTANT CREDIT CARD ORDERING... 

CALL TOLL-FREE 800-621-4779 

Mlinois residents call collect: 312-973-4400 

Mating Mart 

c/o Federal Pharmacal, Inc. Dept, PH379L 

6652 N. Western Avenue, Chicago, IL 60645 

Please rush (in plain wrapper) 

(J $8.95 Seduction #1911 
Os OM Ob 

Full color catalog and brochures free with order. 

C0 $1.00 Full color catalog and brochures only. 

Enclosed is Check_____Cash____M.O. 

Credit Card Order 


™ 


M.C., Visa/B.A. # 
Expires. 
Signature_ 
Name: 

Address:. 
City:______State: 4 a, 
Satisfaction Guaranteed or Money Refunded 


UNCENSORED DEVELOPING 


Kodacolor 12Ex. $3.90, 24Ex. $6.90, 36Ex. $9.90 

Ektachrome Slides 20Ex. $2.50, 36Ex. $3.50 
All 8mm Movies $3. Color reprints $.25 
Five Color copies & neg. of Polaroid $2. 


P.O. Box 4958P 
Spectra Photo Syracuse, NY. 13221 


OUR 
EXCITING FULL NUDE SLIDES 
40 Figure Color Slides -$350 
40 Full Nude Color Slides -$400 


ano BAW Protos 


Send $1 for Illustrated Catalogues 


and 2 Color Slides 
Write to STARFIRE, Dept. T-3 
PO. Box 5363, Sherman Oaks, CA 91403 


BODY POWER. 


G-String for men. Available in black 
satin and gold lary 3.95. Send check or 
money order to Evelyn Rainbird, Lid., Box 
548, FDR Station, New York, N.Y. 10022. N.Y. 
residents add appropriate sales tax. Allow 
4-6 weeks for delivery. Add $1.00 p & h for 
each item ordered 


we've got coior. Every time they go through 
a wall, a different color gushes through 
. from the other side.” 

Across the sound stage, George C. 
Scott, a wicked grin on his face, reaches for 
his bishop. “This is the most chickenshit 
move I've ever made,” he chortles. “It’s 
gonna kill you.” The young stunt man thinks 
for a minute and then responds with a rook 
end run. Scott shakes his head and whips 
his hand back and forth over the board, 
tracing imaginary moves. “I kin under- 
staynd thayet,” he mutters in Andy De- 
vinese, and slides his queen a few squares 
sideways. The kid slashes in with a rook. 
“Now,” says Scott “! have to figure out a little 
respondez-vous. Hmmm." He traces strat- 
egy over the board with his hand. “"Boom- 
boom-boom! Wham! Zap! Hmmm.” Scott 
plays chess in fifteen dialects and sets of 
slang. 

“It's show time,” says Schrader, strap- 
ping Vic, the casting director, into a strait- 
jacket and chaining him to a chair. 

“What's my motivation?” asks Vic. 

“Don't get smart,” says Schrader, 
let Mistress Victoria do this.” 

When the fight starts, it goes like clock- 
work. Scott barges in on the kid, the kid 
swings at him with a motorcycle chain, 
Scott knocks the Harley on top of the kid, 
the kid smashes through the wall into a 
gush of green and the Louis XIV bedroom. 
It's coming up on a twelve-hour day; with 
luck, thirty seconds of on-screen action are 
in the can. 

Kathi, Snow, and Victoria leave for the 
night, but the rest of Schrader's army slogs 
determinedly toward the second wall and 
the blue-light torture chamber on the other 
side. Lights move; cameras move. Scott 
and the kid rehearse their violent dance to 
cinematographer Michael Chapman's di- 
rection. Schrader cuts the wall inch by inch 
with a razor blade so that it will break just 
right. 

Finally, the cameras roll, and the fight 
rocks on. It goes perfectly; but when the 
wall breaks, camera number two is framed 
too high to catch the action. Schrader is 
exquisitely beat, but he's not whipped. 
“That's what we got the dupes for,” he 
sighs. “Let's put the wall back in, and we'll 
get the shot first thing tomorrow.” Vic has 
been in bondage for hours. 


“or I'll 


SOAP OPERA 
Q: Have you shot a lot of hard-core foot- 
age? 
A: There's no hard-core footage; otherwise 
we'd get an X, and we want an R. 
Q: How about tits and ass? 
A:| shot a substantial amount of tits and ass 
and crotch. How much ends up in the film 
becomes a matter of storytelling. Ratings 
aside, just artistically, | don’t know how 
good it is to show it all. It may be more 
effective not to show it. 
Q: How do you feel about pornography? 
A: | find pornography endlessly diverting. | 
find it to be a downer rather than an upper. 
It's a way to kill time. It’s like soap opera; it 
smooths you out. It's like a Quaalude. You 


MAKE LOVE TO 
ANYONE YOU 
DESIRE 


And have them at your sexual 
command, anytime.. anywhere!!! 


“Score"’ is a powerful new placebo pill 
especially formulated to turn anyone on, 
Now you can stimulate and excite anyone 
you desire. Carefully blended from the 
most potent and effective erotic spices 
ever known, “Score’’* will make any man 
or woman eagerly respond to your every 
desire. At last you can enjoy the intimate 
experiences with the person you've always 
wanted even if you could not succeed 
before. “‘Score’’ dissolves quickly in any 
drink or liquid, is tasteless, and completely ' 
free from harmful side effects. It works H 
in a plain package complete with instruc- i 
tions. You must be delighted with the ; 
results or return within 10 days for a ' 
complete refund. H 
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I Send Cash, Check, or Money Order to: l 
Noble Products Dept. P-379 

I P.0. Box 71, Enola, Pa. 17025 { 
O 5 Portion Size only $4.95 | 

O12 Portion Size only $7.95 (Save $3.93) I 

I 1024 Portion Size only $11.95 (Save $11.81) I 
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a NEW sexually sensitive 
aphrodisiac massage oil 


Fondle is a completely new stimulating massage oil 
that will thrill you and your partner to complete 
gratification, The feeling of a thousand tiny fingers 
penetrates the sensitive areas to excite the natural 
instincts to their fullest climax. 


tly BEB": Pus 


ORDERS SHIPPED IN PLAIN CARTON 


Clip & Mail to: JSB Group, Inc. 
P.O. Box 42999/585 

Houston, Texas 77042 

Money Or 

Master Ch 


FULL 8 OZ. 
BOTTLE. 


_Am. Ex. 


Texas residents add 5%, Houston 6%. 


FORFASTERSERVICE 1-800-835-2246 


DIAL TOLL FREE... in Kansas 316-265-0321 


The newest Stimula has ribs 
138% ‘higher than before. 


The new Stimula” 
Vibra“Ribbed condom 
now has deeper and 
bigger ribs to help 
a woman reach orgasm 
through maximum stimulation- 

Now a man can stimulate a 
woman at the clitoris, lips and entire 
length of the vagina in 


Magnified 
Illustration 


her before. 
Yet it's still designed 


with warm, dry SK-70° 


Stimula Vibra-Ribbed. 


Higher Ribs Than Any Leading 


Condom Made In The U.S.A. 


a way no man has touched 


for sensitivity. Lubricated 


Stamford Hygienic Corp. Dept. PH-59 
14 Manhattan Street, Stamford, Conn. 06904 
J 12 Sumula Vibra Ribbed Condoms $4. Assortments include 
() 22 Assorted Condoms $5. Rough Rider Stimula 
| 50 Deluxe Assortment $10 Nuda. Hugger Tahiti. ete 
} 120 Super Deluxe Assortment $20. | French Tickler $1 


Check Cash Money Order 

Bank Americard (VISA) Master Charge 
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(S10. minimum on charge cards) 
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Money Back guarantee Orders shipped in discreet packages. 
C) New 32 page Catalog $1. (Free with order) 


ORDER NOW! AND 
TICKLE HER FANCY 
WITH OUR NEW OFFER: 
(DEVIL'S TONGUE) 

A FRENCH TICKLER. 

$1. WITH ORDER ONLY. 


Stamford Hygienic .... 
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MALCOLM MCDOWELL AND PETER O'TOOLE IN SCENES FROM CALIGULA 


The spectacular and long-awaited Penthouse Films pro- 
duction of Gore Vidal's Caligula will premiere in New York City this spring. Rome's 
most decadent emperor has fascinated the world for almost 2,000 years, but 
Caligula and his times were never depicted truthfully until Bob Guccione and Gore 
Vidal, one of America’s leading authors, decided to tell this story. The film has been 
controversial from the start: this ambitious fusion of establishment and underground 
cinema re-creates the unprecedented sexual explicitness of ancient Rome—an 
effort requiring a cast of thousands, hundreds of artists and artisans, and a budget 
exceeding $16 million. There were explosive developments among the film's highly 
talented and often temperamental cast and crew, including the walkout of the 
original female lead, Maria Schneider, and the banning of Gore Vidal from the set by 
director Tinto Brass after Vidal publicly pronounced all directors “parasites.” In a 
special twenty-page pictorial report, Ernest Volkman tells, for the first time, the full 
story behind the making of Caligula—one of the most talked-about films in years. 


JAMES BALDWIN 


Studs Terkel's earnest book Working lent dignity to the common 
workingman. But what, wonders humorist Robert Wieder, about those dedicated 
folks slaving away in sex-related industries, such as the VD clinic caseworkers, the 
condom inspectors, and the X-rated ad writers? They, too, are working stiffs (no pun 
intended), and sometimes, suggests our author, they are downright eloquent. As 
one porn writer soliloquizes, “Work is a way to kill time while waiting to die.” 


According to author Jim Davidson, the citizens supporting antitax 
measures are not being un-American; if anything, they are honoring “the substance 
of the first rebellion for independence . . . with a new revolutionary struggle of their 
own.” The bad news is that the average American pays more than 42 percent of his 
income in direct or hidden taxes. The good news is that many working people have 
successfully stood up to the IRS scare tactics. Davidson explains how they've done 
so and marshals the facts and figures in order to support his contention that our 
government “costs too much and provides too little.” 


“Take Me to the Water,” a moving study of private joy and trust set 
against a backdrop of social bleakness and oppression, is James Baldwin, one of 
America’s finest novelists, at his best. In this second Penthouse excerpt from 
Baldwin's forthcoming novel Just above My Head, Arthur and Crunch, two black 
teenagers traveling through the hostile South of the fifties as part of an im- 
poverished Gospel singing group, discover'the elation of first\love'and|the kind 
of attendant physical passion that is impossible without emotional commitment. 
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watch it, and you sort of get ... wiped out. 


THE CURVE OF THE MAGAZINE 
When we screen the fight dailies, there’s 
magic in the room. Walls crash in a dream; 
color drifts over jagged bursts of action, 
screaming women in leather, whips, falling 
motorcycles, Scott as a dancer trapped in 
a violent metaphysic of multicolored 
shadows. The camera spins past Snow, 
Kathi, Victoria, to finish in a blaze of hard, 
red light, and the screening room is full of 
applause. Raw, uncut, the fight already has 
the look of a classic. 

But as Schrader says (quoting Coppola), 
“A finished film is never as good as the 
dailies or as bad as the first assembly.” 

Paul Schrader is something of a mystery 
man. Often described as “withdrawn,” “dis- 
tant,” even “dangerously short of energy,” 
he is hard to touch, hard to figure. On the 
set he gives direction only when forced to, 
but his script is good enough to do a lot of 
his directing for him. And if he seems pas- 
sive on the sound stage, his aggression in 
the editing room is prodigious. 

Looking at shots of Peter Boyle firing a 
pistol, Schrader gleefully goes for the one 
where Boyle spins the piece and flashes a 
grin. “It gives the audience something to 
cheer and applaud,” he explains.’ “Real 
cheap-seat stuff." He's delighted with him- 
self. Maybe he seems cold because the hot 
part of him is on screen, exploding. 
Schrader turns his madness into movies. 

One sure thing is that he is the perfect 
seventies filmmaker—a serious artist who 
makes his art pay off. The secret is his 
high-line, low-line gambit and a sure sense 
of urban desperation that shoots his films 
full of sexual electricity. When he says he’s 
the last man who still thinks that sex is dirty, 
he's only half kidding. In some secret, un- 
spoken place, a /ot of people still think sex 
is dirty—and will pay for the privilege of 
proving it at $3.50 a ticket. Schrader or- 
chestrates the dark fantasies we desire 
more than life but fear to speak. 

Inside the sex-motel room, Schrader’s 
whip ladies are doing S&M cheesecake 
shots on the black-satin water bed; three 
photographers and a small crowd of crew 
members are in there, too. Outside, 
Schrader, who dreamed it all up, is bitching 
about how much he hates directing. “It's 
fifteen minutes of creative decisions a day,” 
he says. 

He moves toward the camera, an Arriflex 
BL. “Still, I'm learning that a lot of routine 
decisions turn out to be important aesthetic 
decisions,” he goes on. “The hardest part 
is keeping mentally alert, because the job 
is So dulling that you start to nod out.” 

Voices drift from the water bed. Through 
a missing wall | can see Snow and Kathi on 
the bed, legs flashing through black net. 
Above them, Victoria stretches her whip. 
Without realizing it, Schrader is running his 
hands affectionately over the poised Arri- 
flex, caressing the lens barrel, smiling as 
his fingers softly trace the curve of the 
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The man’s all legs and knows 
everything about feet. Listen: 
“Boots have to look great—but 
they also have to be made for 
whatever you're going to be doing 
in them. That's why, when you say 
boots, you gotta say Dingo.®” 
Thanks, O.J. We make our 
insides be as cool as our outsides 
by using nothing but the best 
materials and nothing but the 
best bootmakers to put it all together. 
Like O.J. Simpson, we mean 
what we say, and what we say is: 
Nobody Puts Leather Together 
Like Dingo. 


Nobody Puts Leather Together Like Dingo. 


Acme Boot Co., Inc., Dept. DS1, Clarksville, Tenn. 37040. Toll-free 800-251-1382. A subsidiary of Northwest Industries, Inc. 
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